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Some  come  in  fur  coats  and  limosines,  but 
I came  in  a Datsun  B-210.  My  mother  was 
disappointed.  My  father  was  aghast, 
wondering,  whether,  if  I got  in,  he  could 
afford  it.  I was  frightened,  or  rather  just 
bored  with  it,  but  trying  so  desperately  to  be 
amused  that  I scared  myself. 

The  other  interviewees  were  mostly  jocks 
being  led  about  by  football  and  baseball 
coaches.  I thought  I was  an  intellectual  type. 
Dressed  in  a three  piece  suit,  originally 
purchased  for  my  grandfather's  funeral,  I 
recounted  to  Jenny  Sage  my  life  experience 
of  literature,  foreign  languages,  and  creative 
writing.  She  was  more  enthusiastic  about 
the  two  flimsy  varsity  letters  I had  earned  in 
hockey  at  my  old  school.  I embarrassed 
myself  by  trying  to  explain  that  hockey  was 
not  exactly  a major  sport  back  home. 
Nevertheless,  I got  in. 

As  I said,  I thought  I was  an  intellectual 
type.  Then,  I got  in.  Andover  was  the  only 
school  that  sends  anyone  an  Admissions 
diploma.  Mom  and  Dad  had  wanted  Exeter. 
That  flagrant  pomposity  and  the  fact  that 
Andover  students  don't  have  to  wear  coats 
and  ties  induced  me  to  attend. 
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We  all  go  away  from  home  at  a young  and 
tender  age,  unaware  of  what's  happening,  but 
as  we  look  back,  it's  clear  to  many  of  us  that 
we're  all  just  rubber  balls.  Our  parents  have 
gone  out  in  the  street  and  winged  us  against 
the  side  of  the  building.  We  rebound  wildly 
according  to  what  we  hit  on  the  wall. 
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Being  a typical  PA  student,  with  a penchant  for 
procrastination,  I found  myself  one  morning  with  the  task  of 
finding  enough  clever  things  to  say  to  convince  Mr.  Cobb  that  I 
really  had  been  writing  religiously  every  day  for  the  past  four 
weeks.  Placing  my  notebook  and  pen  on  my  tray,  I stumbled 
through  the  food  line  and  quickly  headed  toward  the  quiet 
dignity  of  upper  left  that  is  early  breakfast.  I stood  with  my 
back  to  the  "out"  door,  and  surveyed  the  dining  room  to  the 
right,  the  center,  and  to  the  left  where  I saw  what  I was  looking 
for:  a seat  with  a view.  Smiling  quietly,  I made  a straight  line 
for  the  table  in  the  corner  opposite  the  main  door  on  the  left 
side  of  the  dining  room  facing  in.  I pushed  my  way  into  the 
shadows  of  the  corner,  placed  my  tray  on  the  table,  took  off  my 
jacket,  and  settled  contentedly  into  my  seat. 

I watched  later  as  the  smoke  from  the  burning  toast  drifted 
across  the  dining  room,  reflected  in  the  huge  mirror  behind  the 
coffee  table.  I saw  the  light  pour  through  the  smoke,  turning  it 
a light  blue,  refracting  it  in  the  mirror  as  it  settled  upon  itself  in 
a swirl.  People  began  drifting  in;  the  girls  from  Frost  House 
first,  followed  by  the  boys  from  the  West  Quads.  And  then  a 
few  innocuous  couples  trying  hard  to  pretend  they'd  met  on 
the  way  to  breakfast.  I laughed  when  the  Fuess  boys  strolled 
nonchalantly  in,  red  around  the  eyes,  green  at  the  mouth. 
Saturday  morning  of  a six-day  week.  I swallowed  my 
scrambled  eggs,  unaware  of  my  stomach's  complaints, 
fascinated  by  the  play  of  colors  in  the  now  swarming  dining 
room.  Disconnected  heads  swerved  and  bobbed  above  the 
tables  only  to  meet  their  bodies  at  the  milk  machine.  Girls 
laughed  quietly  smoothing  down  stray  hairs,  while  the  boys 
grunted  at  each  other  across  the  table. 

Suddenly,  the  assembly  seemed  to  rise  of  one  accord  and 
move  toward  the  tray  disposal  area.  The  faces  were  grim. 
Finally,  resisting,  I went  to  put  up  my  tray  and  face  the  day.  At 
the  door  I turned  to  look  back  to  where  I had  sat.  I bit  my  lip. 
Pausing  to  look  out  into  the  foyer,  I strode  back  to  the  table  and 
whipped  out  pen  and  paper  writing:  "This  seat  is  the  property 
of  Sidney  Brown.  Be  kind  to  her  stomach;  sit  somewhere  else." 
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ART  CENTER 


Into  the  studio  with  drawn  curtains  and  red 

rug  rolled  out. 
Makeshift  easels  before  intent  students 
With  crayons  flirting  on  rag  sheets 
As  models  dash  across  the  shag  through 

human  curves. 

Totally  prepared,  the  first  black  line  screams 

across  the  tan  page. 
Transforming  vision  into  sketch. 
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Andover  has  both  big  and  little  classrooms.  There  are  both  high 
ceilings  and  basement  classrooms,  carpeted,  and  bare-floored, 
glass  walled,  and  cold  rooms.  Both  Pearson  and  Bullfinch  have 
interesting  attics.  But  one  classroom  stands  out  clearly  in  my 
mind  as  a favorite.  It  isn't  Morse,  Graves,  Sam  Phil,  or  Evans, 
God  no.  Nor  beneath  Kemper,  the  bathroom  in  which  one  can 
really  hear  himself  think,  nor  one  of  the  innumerable 
classrooms  in  which  we're  daily  stimulated  and  enraged.  Oddly 
enough,  it  is  where  the  first  class  I attended  was  held:  the 
Borden  Gym  gymnastics  meeting  room. 

Chairs  in  a circle,  chairs  around  a table,  chairs  in  aisles,  but 
always  chairs,  filled  with  our  insufficient  knowledge.  Our 
sometimes  witty,  sometimes  exuberant  role  models  encourage 
us  with  five  and  sixes,  and  humiliate  and  challenge  us  with 
sticks  and  eggs.  Classrooms  at  PA  are  a most  concrete  entity. 
They  have  always  been  here  and  we  have  oft  been  in  them.  We 
learn  to  adjust  to  their  narrow-mindedness,  but  sometimes  they 
are  stifling.  They  are  hot  in  the  summer  and  cold  in  the  winter, 
but  the  heat  is  always  in  the  encounter.  Sure,  the  battles  one 
encounters  at  Andover  are  various,  but  to  some,  the  real  battles 
are  won  or  lost  in  the  classroom.  High  standards  of  academic 
achievement  are  almost  commonplace.  Well  I say  rah  to  that. 

Of  course,  the  number  of  non-classroom  locations  where 
equally  meaningful  battles  are  fought  is  considerable.  In  some, 
competition  is  so  pointless  that  it's  taboo.  Competition, 
however,  makes  the  theatre-in-the-round  spin. 

But  as  far  as  relating  to  people  goes,  Sam  Phil  takes  the  cake.  I 
mean  you  can't  consider  a classroom  wihout  considering  what 
goes  on  outside  of  it,  and  Sam  Phil  has  those  nice  steps  where 
you  can  hang  out  and  play  frisbee.  And  the  walls  in  Sam  Phil 
are  the  most  interesting  because  they're  usually  filled  with 
travel  posters  of  France,  you  know,  so  you  can  look  at  them  and 
daydream.  Pearson's  nice  because  you  can  fit  neatly  into  the 
seats  — the  chairs  all  mold  themselves  to  the  bottom  of 
students,  and  you  can  go  back  and  look  at  your  particular  chair 
because  it's  just  like  you.  Morse,  on  the  other  hand,  has  hard 
chairs  that  are  non-corrosive  . . . Bullfinch  is  probably  the 
most  theraputic  classroom  building  because  the  rooms  are  so 
small  and  you  can  look  your  competition  in  the  eyes.  And  it's 
good  for  picking  up  girls  because  you  don't  only  see  their 
backsides. 
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FACULTY 
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FAREWELL 
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Sam  Anderson,  Frenct 
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Fritz  Allis 
Chairman 
History 


Vince  Avery 
Chairman 
Religion  and 
Philosophy 
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Marie  Barate 
French 

Yolande  Bayarde 
French 


£an 


LANTIQUE 


FRANCE 


Province 


Peter  Baleyko 
Asst.  Comptroller 


Stephanie  Bennett 
Spanish 


46 


47 


Midge  Brecher  Lou  Bernieri 

Dance  English 


Naut  Bensley 
and 

Amy  Allison 
Art 


Jake  Bronk,  Physical  Ed 
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Bill  Brown 
English 
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Sally  Clayton 
Biology 

Susan  Clark 
Classics 

Matt  Caras 
History 
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Jeanne  Bussiere,  English 
Tom  Cone,  Biology 
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Chris  Cook,  Art 


A1  Coulthard 
Physical  Education 


Sherm  Drake 
Math 


Doug  Crabtree,  Math 
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Robin  Crawford,  History 


Catherine  Davis 
French 

James  Couch 
Spanish 
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George  Edmonds,  Pat  Edmonds  Frank  and  Helen  Eccles,  Cluster  Deans 

English 
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Marian  Finbury 

College 

Counseling 


Everett  Gendler 
Chaplain 
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Ted  Hammond 
Math 
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Dave  and  Mary  Graham 
Physical  Education 
and  House  Counselor 


Richard  Griggs 
Director,  Financial 
Aid 


Judy  and  Tom 
Hamilton 
Cluster  Deans 
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Sally  Herbst 
House  Counselor 

Fred  Harrison 
History 


Vic  Henningson 
History 

Marjorie  Harrison 
Physical  Education 
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Henry  Herbst 
French 


Tom  Hennigan 
Chaplain,  English 


Jeannette  Hannah 
House  Counselor 


Barbara  Hawkes 
Biology 


Frank  Hannah 
Math 
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Mark  Hunter,  English 
Carol  Irish,  English 


Tom  Hodgson,  Religion 
Robert  Hulbard,  Director,  Alumni  Affairs 
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Diane  Jones 
Math 

Aloysius  Hobausz 
Director,  A.V. 

Lou  Hoitsma 
Math 


David  Irwin 
Music 
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Pat  Kozel,  Math 


Catherine  Kirkland,  Chairman,  French 


Suzanne  Kip,  House  Counselor 
Marc  Koolen,  Biology 
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Laurie  Klein,  Photography 
Nick  Kip,  Classics 
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Vlike  Lopes,  English 
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Harrison  McCann,  SYA 
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John  McMurray,  Art 
Clem  Morrell,  Math 


Josh  Miner,  Admissions 

Peter  McKee,  Physics, 
Associate  Headmaster 
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Ronn  Minne,  Chemistry 


Richard  McNeish 
Archeology 


Mary  Minard,  History 


Diana  McNab 
Physical  Ed 

Gerry  Mattia 
Physical  Ed 
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Lynne  Patnode,  English 


Michael  Mosca,  Accounting 


George  Neilson 
Business 
Manager 


Herb  Morton,  Math 
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Dave  Penner,  Math 
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Fred  Peterson 
English 


Virginia  Powell 
Art 


Meredith  Price 
Admissions 


Elaine  Robinowitz 
Art 
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Harrison  Royce,  History 


Tom  Regan,  English 
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Tom  Rees,  Chemistry 


Karl  Roehrig,  Psychology 
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Stuart  Sawabini 
Admissions 


Jay  Sarton 
Physics 


William  Schneider,  Music  Gerry  Shertzer,  Art 


* 
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James  Sheldon,  Addison  Gallery 
Natalie  Schorr,  French 
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Nancy  Sizer,  History 


Bruce  Smith,  English 


Ted  Sizer  Alanson  Stevens 

Headmaster,  Russian 

History 
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Nat  Smith,  Math 


Jon  Stableford 
English 

Diane  Souvaine 
Math 


Frank  Soule,  Medical  Director 
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Phil  Weld,  Chemistry 


William  Thomas,  Music 


Joe  Wennik 

Director, 

Athletics 


Carole  Tappan 
Languages 


80 


Zab  Warren,  Math 


Connie  Strohecker 
Abbot  Alumnae 
Affairs 


Hale  Sturges,  French 


Maria  Van  Dusen 
Languages 


(hris  Walter,  French 
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K.  Kelly  Wise,  Chairman,  English 
Richard  Wilson,  Music 


.A 

John  Zamboni,  Music 


Charles  Willand,  Biology 
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Roy  Weymouth,  Medical  Staff 
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Faculty 
not  appearing: 

John  Chivers 
Joyce  Erickson 
Dalton  Mcbee 
Suzanne  Rowen 
Frederick  Stott 
Alexander  Theroux 
Ron  Thorpe 
John  Tomlinson 
Shelly  Weiss 
Fiylda  Whyte 


To  Samuel  Phillips,  George  Washington,  Charles 
Bullfinch,  Samuel  Morse,  George  Evans,  Thomas 

Cochran: 

As  summer  comes  to  fill  the  hallways  with  warmth  and 
custodial  crews,  1 find  myself  writing  the  annual  report  of 
those  guiding  the  young  minds  in  the  building  of  your 
name.  I believe  that  as  in  my  past  summaries,  history 
chases  it's  tail.  The  instructors  still  stand  fast  in  their 
differing  camps,  but  a voice  of  thoughtful  moderation 
continues  to  emerge  whenever  they  clash  on  institutional 
decisions.  In  the  classroom  students  are  still  led  with  firm 
discipline,  but  all  the  same,  the  professors  manage  to 
convey  the  joy  and  wonder  of  new  knowledge.  Now  the 
goal  of  these  teachings  is  not  memorisation  but 
application,  and  Phillips  students  have  a useful  base  for 
summer  employs  and  years-off  between  school  and 
college.  Imagine  “years-off  from  college",  I must  admit 
gentlemen,  some  things  have  changed. 

I am  also  pleased  to  report  that  our  ranks  have  become 
more  balanced  in  recent  years.  The  women  have  more 
than  held  their  own:  as  housecounselors,  coaches,  and 
instructors  they  give  the  campus  a vigor  and  gentleness 
that  at  times  before  has  seemed  lacking.  Our  young 
fellows  and  crusty  professors  share  innovation  and 
tradition,  occasionally  employing  unexpected  methods  in 
the  classroom.  It  is  unfortunate  that  as  yet  we  have  been 
unable  to  fulfill  our  promise  of  recruiting  minority 
professors,  but  the  door  is  ajar. 

On  the  fields  each  afternoon  almost  every  instructor  is 
coaching  the  boys-in-blue.  I can  attest  to  the  fact  that 
there  are  many  weary  arms  wielding  chalk  in  their 
evening  classes.  The  cane  has  been  replaced  by  a word: 

friend. 


Stiff  desks,  round  wooden  tables,  the  scratch  of  chalk, 
and  an  assortment  of  little  numbers  retain  the  image  of 
years  past.  There  are  v-necked  sweaters  instead  of 
jackets,  t-shirts  and  turtlenecks  on  many  instructors,  but 
this  modem  garb  does  not  seem  to  hinder  the  dignity  and 
composure  constant  through  the  years. 
Dears  sirs,  I have  little  more  to  report.  I thank  the  Lord 
our  year  was  blessed  with  good  cheer  and  circumstance. 
And  I thank  you  also  for  the  distinction  I have  of  judging 
and  living  amoung  your  distinguished  progeny.  With 
best  wishes  for  a continued  rest,  I remain. 

Sincerely, 
Josiah  Andoverinn 
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As  evidenced  by  the  lack  of  attendance  at  any 
gatherings  other  than  masses,  we  the  officers 
of  the  Newman  Club  have  concluded  that 
Catholics  do  not  like  to  meet.  The  one 
exception  to  this  rule  was  the  Easter  Vigil  in 
the  log  cabin  where  many  people  appeared 
the  next  morning  for  the  dawn  service, 
although  the  overnighters  needed  a good 
round  of  calistenics  to  arouse  them  from 
their  hour's  nap.  Perhaps  it  was 
post-bicentennial,  but  we  hope  for  better 

results  next  year. 
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MAN'S  ENORMOUS  WEALTH  OF 
KNOWLEDGE 

SHELVED  IN  ENDLESS  ROWS  OF  BOOKS 
NOW  RISES  UP  BEFORE  ME 
LIKE  A MONOLITH  OF  GOLD 
THE  TREASURES  OF  A THOUSAND 
YEARS  OF  THINKING 
FILL  THESE  STACKS 
EACH  VOLUME  SWELLS  WITH  RICH 
IDEAS, 

EACH  PAGE  IS  SET  WITH  EMERALD 
THOUGHTS, 

AND  I AM  BUT  A BEGGAR  CHILD 
WHO  CANT  AFFORD  HIS  IGNORANCE. 


Buirmek  hall 


Graham  House  is 
primarily  concerned 
with  the  quality  of  life 
of  members  of  the  PA 
community  because  the 
quality  of  our  lives  here 
determines  in  part, 
sometimes  in  a large 
part,  our  morale 
individually  and 
collectively.  We  try  to 
provide  opportunities 
for  counselling  to  those 
members  of  the 
community  who  want 
to  reflect  on  their  lives 
here  and  sort  out  the 
options  available  to 
them  for  building  their 
morale  and  helping 
them  cope  more 
effectively  with  life  in  a 
boarding  school.  We 
try  to  provide  members 
ot  the  PA  community 
opportunities  to  learn 
to  lead  groups  more 
effectively,  help  one 
another  more  skillfully, 
and  understand  more 
fully  their 
psychological 
development. 
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SOME  MUSIC 
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It  seems  odd  writing  about  music  on  a warm  night  when  all  is  slow  and  easy.  Living 
deep  somewhere  everyone  likes  tunes  in  low  deep  form,  emerging  in  dragon  form 
from  allwhere.  PA  is  not  a terribly  great  breeding  area  for  true  musical  form.  It  appears 
to  swim  through  the  odd  buildings  and  drown  somewhere  around  the  flag  pole 
outside  of  Commons.  The  same  old  musical  organizations  remain  that  were  here  long 
ago,  but  they  change  in  slow  curving  motions.  Orchestra,  Band,  Chorus,  Cantata 
Singers,  Fidelio  Society,  and  Jazz  Band  all  survive  within  and  without  the  area  and 
perimeter  of  the  Chapel  and  Graves  Hall.  But  there  is  something  satiating  in  the  music 
produced  though  I've  never  really  put  my  finger  on  it.  Something  is  lost  upon  those 
melodramatic  notes,  but  I have  always  been  respectful.  No  skepticism  from  this  boy. 
But  the  music  I know  best  and  enjoy  is  the  music  of  the  spiritual  mood.  Absolutely 
never  forced,  it  flows  in  dreamy  washes  in  my  mind  coating,  or  maybe  painting  it.  The 
Folk  Festival  was  the  beginning  of  the  end.  There  is  always  skepticism  from  the  other 
boys,  but  who  gives  a flying  guitar.  I ask  "What  is  music?"  Audaciously  escaping  from 
a mouth  or  nerve  fiber,  it  can  heat  and  chill  the  performer  and  listener.  Music  is  not 
like  music  elsewhere.  But  believe  anyone  when  they  say  it  is  all  the  same. 


93 


SCENE  EIGHT  (in  conclusion) 
HL:  About  love,  is  is  often  easier  to 
conceptualize  it  than  feel  it.  Case  in 
point,  Scene  Seven.  Ah  well,  tis  said 
that  tis  better  to  have  tried  than  not  to 
have  tried.  This  is  the  concluding 
scene.  I have  been  informed  by  one  of 
our  authors  that  there  isn't  enough  time 
for  this  scene,  and  so  I will  simply  tell 
you  what  would  have  happened  if  we 
had  had  enough  time  to  present  this 
scene,  the  conclusion. 

We  were  to  have  met  the  characters  of 
the  first  scene,  Auntie  J.,  The  Vicar, 
The  other  Vicar's  wife.  Our  Merry 
prankster.  Signor,  his  pat  at  the 
confession,  the  pretty  Martiniquian 
maid,  the  psuedo  postman,  and,  of 
course,  the  Johnian  Winterian  fan  and 
his  girl-to-be.  Instead,  our  author  ran 
out  of  energy  and  could  not  dream  up  a 
scene  in  which  all  these  characters 
could  naturally  come  together.  (One 
idea,  which  he  tells  me  hit  the  dust 
soon  after  creation  was  to  have  held  a 
birthday  party  for  the  ailing  and  ill 
Auntie  J.  But,  the  author  explained  to 
me  just  now,  there  really  isn't  enough 
love  in  the  town  of  Venom  Peoria  just 
yet;  there  isn't  yet  reason  enough  for 
our  citizens  to  get  together.)  Instead, 
we  are  left  with  this  rather  fragmentary 
program  tonight.  However,  by  next 
Sunday,  I am  told,  our  authors  will  be 
more  accustomed  to  this  medium  and 
will  be  able  to  pull  together  some  sort  of 
final  coda,  a review  of  sorts,  at  the  end 
of  the  show.  Next  week.  Until  then,  I 
will  explain  to  you  that  the  theme  of 
tonight's  show  was  lonliness, 
emptiness,  and,  indeed,  fragmentation. 
Good  night,  and  love  thy  neighbor. 
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OUTING  CLUB 


STUDENT  CONCESSION 

AF  LAT  AM 
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EIDOLONS 
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Oh  God  I’d  suffice 
With  no  sugar  in  my  tea 
Just  to  let  her  put 
Some  cream  into  me. 


STOPPING.  BUY  GROCERIES  ON  A SNOWY  EVENING 


Whose  frozen  peas  these  are  I think  I know. 
His  chef  cooks  only  fresh  ones,  though; 

He  will  not  see  me  shopping  here 
To  buy  Birdseye  and  quickly  go. 

My  small  sedan  is  out  of  gas. 

And  so  cannot  go  very  las 
t to  take  me  home  to  watch  the  game, 

Joe  Namath  throw  a touchdown  pass. 

His  hazard  lights  are  flashing  clear 
As  I pick  up  my  chips  and  beer 
One  more  stop  I now  must  make, 

A Getty  station  that  is  near. 

The  streets  are  dirty,  hard  and  steep 
But  Oh,  to  watch  a Jets  TD 
And  fifty  cents  a gallon’s  cheap. 

And  fifty  cents  a gallon’s  cheap. 


THE  MIRROR 

Established  1854 


A BRIEF  LECTURE 

This  one  hundred  and  twenty-fifth  anniversary  issue  of  the  MIRROR  is  highlighted 
bv  the  first  color  picture  in  the  magazine 's  history.  As  this  issue  goes  to  press,  the 
Editors  are  pleased  with  it.  and  find  in  its  pages  as  wide  a selection  of  student  art 
and  creative  writing  as  can  humanly  be  collected  at  Phillips  Academy.  This  Board, 
as  has  been  the  case  in  recent  years,  has  met  with  a certain  amount  of  reluctance 
on  the  part  of  student  artists  in  submitting  their  work.  Many  writers  and  artists 
here  simply  do  not  want  their  work  judged  by  others,  or.  worse,  are  afraid  that 
tlieir  work  will  not  be  judged  fairly  by  others.  As  was  mentioned  in  a note  sent  to 
every  student  at  Phillips  Academy  during  the  begining  of  this  term,  students  may 
choose  not  to  submit  their  work  to  publications  such  as  the  MIRROR.  However, 
in  choosing  to  do  so.  their  guarentee  that  their  work  will  not  be  published  and.  to 
a certain  degree,  they  cripple  publications  such  as  this  one. 

This  magazine  has  also  met  with  annual  complaints  that  its  Board  is  too  small. 
The  MIRROR  by  nature  is  a small  publication;  there  simply  aren  t enough  jobs  to 
justify  as  massive  a Board  as  the  PHILLIPIAN.  for  instance.  However,  the 
MIRROR  has  never  consciously  striven  to  be  a clique-ey  magazine  and  in  my 
estimation,  it  never  has  been  one.  This  year's  Board,  as  has  every  other  MIRROR 
Board,  has  tried  its  best  to  publish  the  best  survey  of  student  work.  If 
appearances  seem  to  contradict  this,  then  appearances  are  wrong. 

The  MIRROR  was  founded  as  an  offshoot  of  the  Philomathean  Society.  Since 
1854.  the  arts  have  developoed  considerably  at  Andover,  and  that  there  criticism 
and  active  competition  for  control  of  art  magazines  such  as  this  one  is  something 
we  should  be  proud  of  and  grateful  for.  We  ought  to  watch,  however,  for  the  time 
when  active  dissention  becomes  conscious  destruction. 

Nick  Lobenthal 


Design  for  Harpo 

1 

1 walk  in  shadows 

A crowd  has  gathered  and  I'm  to  perform 
It’s  only  a task  to  cry  my  own  tears. 

But  I pierce  the  lights  through. 

2 

To  sunshine,  afternoons  and 
Falling  leaves,  dancing  jazz 
And  evening  candles 

Spotting  colored  ladies  laying  on  your  wall. 

As  the  lights  revealed  me 

Half-woman  half-animal,  the  ladies  and  I 

Pawed  and  scratched  until  we  slid  off  the  wall. 

Too  hard  to  patch  me. 

3 

So  fallen  asleep 
Fading  in  and  out  of  dream 
The  eye  of  the  camera  contains 
Both  mirror  and  window 

Where  we  fumble,  turning  in  hopes  of  recognition 

To  curtained  faces 

Emotions  spilling  naked  in  our  trails 

And  in  disgust. 

4 

Harpo  spoke  in  those  days 

Squirreling  under  autumn  lights  we  shared 

For  a quiet  winter  home  (never  shared) 

He  carried  the  days  I craved 

Harpo  questioned  and  sometimes  loved 

Harpo  saw  me  fear  blue  ladies  on  his  wall. 

5 

And  now  silence 
Silence 

When  you  die  where  you  know  you've  lived  too  well 
When  brilliant  poets  lose  their  minds 

When  evening  bells  call  skinny  boys  and  girls  forever  from  play. 
I want  to  tell  Harpo  there  is  a sound. 

You  can  hear  the  miming  lights. 

6 

But  we  are  here  to  be  alone 
Not  love. 

I remain  upon  my  own  stage 
With  he  and  I in  every  audience. 

Now  I have  learned  the  lights. 

Learned  them  so  well  that  Harpo’s  dark  and  angry  face 
Shines  for  me  a love  much  brighter  than 
The  works  of  our  sky. 

Harpo;  star. 

His  shadows  listen  for  mine. 

Rachael  Horovitz 


I have  written  nothing  out  here  and  I'm  afraid  I really  don't  intend  to,  although  I have  been 
having  so  many  ideas  for  stories  that  I am  hoping  to  be  able  to  write  back  at  Andover.  I am 
rapidly  becoming  convinced  that  the  likelihood  of  my  becoming  a writer  is  nil  because  I do 
not  enjoy  writing  nearly  as  much  as  I do  enjoy  thinking  about  writing. 
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PHILLIPIAN 


Drew  Guff 
Hunt  Stehli 
Tom  Rubin 
Rick  Bradt 
Ruth  Harlow 
Reid  Livingston 
Tony  Munter 
Roger  Kass 
Peter  Letsou 
Robert  Doar 
Rona  Shapiro 
Ken  Oasis 
Daniel  Zanes 


Thanks  to: 

Sylvia  Thayer, 
Louise  Brooks  and 
Tommy  T.  Lyons 
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How  To  Sink  A Ship  In  A Bottle 

First,  you  buy  some  miniature  cannonballs. 

Then,  you  buy  a miniature  cannon. 

You  then  load  the  balls  into  the  cannon, 
and  attach  a drinking  straw  to  the  muzzle. 

Fire  twice  into  the  neck  of  a bottle- 
then  cork  it. 

Julie  Williams 


Ink  runs  from  the  corners  of 
my  mouth. 

There  is  no  happiness  like 
mine. 

I have  been  eating  poetry. 


Me  And  My  Lover 

I live  on  the  estate 
Of  a man  with  a gun 
In  a cabinet  with  a key. 

And  he  never  gives  me  food 
And  I beg  and  I beg  and 
He  never  hears  a word 
Though  he’s  not  deaf.  But 
He’s  blind  to  my  shack  on  his 
Lawn  and  the  garden  that 
I till  to  dark, 

And  he  never  eats  his  peas. 

Dewey  M.  Thompson 


I just  need  a day 
to  organize 

and  shuffle  everything 
neatly  into  colored  squares 
like  old  people  in  Miami 
with  bright  white  straw  hats 
and  the  blue  humming  ocean 
lapping  all  the  mess 
away 

llene  Markell 
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“And  those  Limey  eyes,  they  were  eyeing  a prize 
Some  people  call  manly  footwear." 


Vernon  eyed  his  buster  browns.  Trying  to  avoid  the  other  feet  passing  by,  he  started  counting 
the  pebbles  to  his  left.  With  surprise,  a gaze  swept  up  his  eyes  to  the  cowboy  boots  under  the 
thighs  of  his  English  teacher;  remarks  were  exchanged  about  a lost  paper  with  the  Texas  red  pen 
slinger.  He  headed  for  a shortcut  over  the  roots,  noticing  half  a sandal  no  doubt  lost  in  some 
silvan  conflict.  Three  steps  down  a sidewalk  stopped  by  a pair  of  peddling  heels;  sneakers 
foot-guarded.  A jogger  splashed  his  way  to  the  left,  spattering  mud  with  blue  Nikes.  Across  the 

main  road,  toes  running  with  his  in  front  of  the  wheels. 
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Vernon  noticed  a pair  of  Dr.  Scholl's  unprepared  for  an  encounter  with  an  opposing  green 
garbage  can.  But  the  tree  on  the  left  supported  a resting  couple,  souls  turned  up  like  smiles. 
The  path  right  was  quiet;  clogs  behind  seemed  to  tap  his  shoulder  to  move  ahead.  Orange 
frays,  noen  moccasins,  spray-painted  docksiders,  peasant  boots,  pro  keds  before  him 
promised  mellee.  Twisting  turning  jumping  once;  then  more  up  and  down.  His  laces  tangled 
with  a loafer,  pulling  out  a goodluck  penny.  Two  hands  reached  down  to  grab  it  up.  Vernon 
got  there  before  her,  but  graciously  returned  it.  Muttering  his  name  while  tying  up  his  laces, 
he  noticed  the  hand  lowered  again  to  help  him  up.  Straight-guy  brown  and  the  wiley  loafer 
toed  their  way  along.  Past  an  old  man  in  rubber  boots  planting  daisies  to  the  left;  but  another 
pair  of  visitors  vacillating  over  a metallic  sculpture;  the  loafers  left  with  the  hand  for  a 
cigarette  in  a brick  building,  left. 

A frisbee  followed  by  gulumphing  tru  treads  and  sleek  pumas  intercepted  him  further  down 
the  way.  The  afternoon  sun  lit  the  road,  shadows  making  the  path  a checkerboard  for  shoes. 
Alligator  shoes,  three  businessmen,  probably  Japanese,  pursued  and  passed  him  in  short 
sure  steps.  Buster  browns  going  at  a fast  clip,  Vernon  edged  off  the  flagstones  to  cut  across 
the  grass. 

Blue  pumps  under  a print  dress  quickly  reprimanded  him  from  the  steps,  back  left.  Stepping 
over  the  chicken  wire,  he  encountered  a suede  loafer  and  moonboot  reclining  from  a red  bug. 
A smile  ran  up  the  jeans  to  the  hand  with  a turkshead  and  thumb  pointed  up.  Vernon's  wave 
moved  his  right  foot  forward;  a quick  hop  five  steps  later  for  a squirrel  running  under  the 
curving  hedge. 

Docksiders  and  tretorns  were  covered  in  a fringe  of  hair,  no  socks,  from  boys  sprawling  on 
the  steps.  The  buster  browns  saluted  the  cordovans  of  the  dean,  standing  at  attention, 
holding  the  door  open  for  her  first.  Plastic  mats  held  different  treads  in  the  doughnut  dust; 
the  cluster  of  basketball  shoes  up  ahead  insured  they  had  not  sold  their  allotment  in  just  the 
morning.  Attempting  a hair-pin  curve  around  the  stairwell,  he  sidestepped  some  sandals; 
surprise  sent  him  polkaing  down  the  stairs.  On  the  landing,  he  spied  a tweed  jacket  heading 
right  down  the  passage  ahead;  slowing  his  steps,  Vernon  bowed  his  head.  With  a burst  of 
speed  through  the  glass  doors,  he  found  six  more  confronting  him  ahead.  Steps,  he  clapped 
down  them;  knees  stooping  towards  his  buster  browns.  And  together  Vernon  and  the  buster 
browns  saw  hush  puppies  and  the  postman  not  crouching  to  shove  something  in  the  box. 
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Ill 


SENIOR  BEACH  TRIP 


There  were  a lot  of  rituals  to  be 
encountered  our  senior  year,  the 
very  first  of  which  was  the  fall  beach 
trip.  Gathering  ourselves  in  the 
buses,  we  hurried  off  to  Crane's 
Beach  on  a clear  Sunday  to  revel  in 
the  fact  that  this,  indeed,  was  our 
last  year  here.  Old  friendships  were 
quickly  renewed,  and  the  fifty 
one-year  seniors  learned  to  do 
things  the  PA  way.  Some  suffered 
from  shell  shock,  others  floated  too 
easily  through  the  afternoon,  and 
many  just  enjoyed  themselves  with 
singing,  listening  to  guitar  playing, 
or  burying  any  willing  moron  in  the 
sand.  It  was  a one  time  aspect  of  our 
senior  year,  and  it  was  well  worth 
the  trip.  A trip  into  ourselves,  into 
exploring  each  other  with  the  sun  at 
our  backs,  and,  metamorphically,  in 
our  eyes.  More  rituals  loomed 
ahead,  but  none  were  so  easily 
carried  off  as  the  Beach  Trip. 
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Sex,  drugs,  and  Mr. 
Brown  — after  the  Head  of 
the  Charles  fall  crew 
concentrated  on  training 
for  the  culminatory  and 
now  — traditional  Tail  of 
the  Merrimac.  The 
afternoon  began  with 
fervant  preparation  at 
Churchill  House,  from 
which  five  alleged 
transvestites  emerged. 
Other  masqueraders  joined 
the  group,  were  picked  up 
(by  busses),  and  traveled 
the  yellow  caravan  to  the 
boating  complex  at  Club 
Merrimac. 

Martha  Beattie,  armed 
with  her  right-hand  man, 
primed  herself  for  the  big 
race.  Amidst  exuberance 
and  spirited  chaos  the 
coxwains  launched  their 
crews  and  paddled  up  the 
river.  One  would  think 
conditions  were  ideal:  the 
sky  was  blue,  the  water 
calm,  and  the  birds  were 
chirping  in  the  air.  But  the 
rowing,  as  usual, 
amounted  to  little  more 
than  mass  hysteria. 

For  being  randomnly 
determined  boats,  many 
shells  seemed  blatently 
stacked  (hmmm,  not  to 
mention  the  five  varsity 
rowers  in  the  girl's  first 
shell).  That  shell  did,  in  fact 
ride  superior,  and  coxwain 
Alison  Beckwith  received 
the  trophy  as  Queen  of  the 
Tail,  Mrs.  Lyons,  greeted 
the  winning  rowers  with 
big  yellow  bananas  (oooh, 
baby!). 

Victory  in  the  "Tail"  was 
secondary  to  participation, 
however,  for  the  wild  and 
crazy  women  . . . the  loud 
and  lanky  guys  . . . the 
sight  of  Dr.  Quattlebaum 
taiming  an  obstinate  motor 
through  verbal  abuse  . . . 
thank  you,  Mr.  B. 
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On  Friday,  October  29,  a short,  slightly  balding,  earnest  man  stepped  onto  the  stage  of  George 
Washington  Hall  and  into  the  white  spotlight,  unprepossessing  in  his  blue  jacket,  white  shirt, 
and  polka-dotted  scarf.  From  that  moment,  this  became  a very  important  evening  for  students 
of  Phillips  Academy  and  for  the  many  other  people  who  had  come  over  to  hear  Soviet  poet 
Andrei  Voznesensky  read  his  verse  in  the  Russian  declamatory  style.  Mr.  Voznesensky's  visit  to 
Andover,  part  of  a month  long  tour  of  the  United  States  East  coast  and  the  first  to  New  England 
in  a long  time,  was  funded  by  the  John  Mason  Kemper  Fund  and  hosted  by  the  Academy's 
Russian  Department.  Andrei  Voznesensky,  little  known  to  the  American  public,  is  the 
would-be  "poet  laureate"  of  the  contemporary  Soviet  literary  scene.  He  has  been  acclaimed 
throughout  the  world  as  one  of  today's  great  poets  in  any  language.  He  is  a friend  of  John 
Updike,  whom  he  has  entertained  in  his  apartment  in  Moscow,  and  of  Allen  Ginsberg,  with 
whom  he  toured  Australia.  In  the  Soviet  Union,  he  is  the  idol  of  millions  of  young  people,  and 
his  books  are  sold  out  on  their  first  day  in  the  bookstores. 

As  Voznesensky  stood  alone  in  the  limelight,  there  was  little  indication  at  first  of  the  power 
contained  in  his  poetry  or  of  the  lyrical  whirlwind  that  was  about  to  take  the  audience  by  storm. 
Then,  he  began  to  recite  his  poems  from  memory,  after  Andover's  writer  in  residence,  novelist 
Alexander  Theroux  had  read  a translation  before  each  poem,  and  a spell  fell  over  the  darkened 
hall.  He  recited  a total  of  nineteen  poems,  most  of  them  from  his  latest  book  of  verse  Nostalgia 
for  the  Present,  ending  with  a soul  stirring,  ringing  rendition  of  Moscow  Bells,  a powerful  piece 
in  which  he  uses  the  combined  forces  of  onomatopoeia,  alliteration,  and  assonance  to  put  his 
audience  right  in  the  midst  of  tolling  Russian  churches.  The  effect  of  this  performance  was 
electrifying  and  elicited  rapt  comments  from  many  in  the  audience.  Some  students  found  the 
reading  "dramatic  and  inspirational"  and  the  poet  himself  "dynamic".  For  the  many  who  came 
that  Friday  night,  a new  door  was  opened,  or  an  appreciation  for  poetry  beautifully  rekindled. 
Said  one  faculty  member:  "Beyond  my  own  enjoyment  of  the  poet  and  his  poetry,  I found 
pleasure  in  knowing  that  such  a large  audience,  especially  the  student  group  in  that  audience, 
was  having  this  same  unique  experience  of  hearing  a poet  share  his  poetry  in  the  way  that  he 
meant  it  to  be  felt  and  understood." 

One  poem,  called  Monoloque  of  the  World's  Last  Poetry  Reader  (Poetry  Day,  1999)  from  Nostalgia 
for  the  Present,  seems  to  sum  up  the  very  special  place  Mr.  Voznesensky  occupies  among  today's 
writers  of  verse: 

“In  the  dark,  in  the  huge  sports  arena, 
fourteen  thousand  great  bards  are  packed  tight. 

Now  I,  the  last  poetry  reader, 
will  step  into  the  glare  of  lights. 

My  merits  are  slight,  and  I live  in 
a murky,  malformed  century; 
among  thousands  who  dwell  in  the  heavens, 
there's  but  one  human  — me. 

So  I shall  be  dear  to  the  people, 
not  for  rearing  my  own  monument, 
but  simply  because  I was  able 
to  grasp  what  unspoken  words  meant." 


(translated  by  Guy  Daniels) 

The  response  from  Andrei  Voznesensky's  audience  anywhere  in  the  world  might  very  well  be: 
"Amen  . . ." 


Dr.  Vincent  Avery,  Chairman  of  the  Department  of  Reli- 
gion and  Philosophy,  feels  that  rule  breaking  after  con- 
scious deliberation  is  not  as  detrimental  to  the  commu- 
nity as  rule  breaking  without  awareness  of  the  benefits 
and  problems  involved.  Still,  there  is  a great  amount  of 
unconscious  rulebreaking. 

. . . and  yet,  to  a degree,  morality  is  actually  being 
taught  at  Andover.  Moral  education  occurs  in  nearly  all 
phases  of  daily  life.  In  academics,  the  student  is  discip- 
lined to  do  his  homework  every  night,  hand  in  papers 
on  time,  and  participate  in  discussions  frequently  in- 
volving moral  issues.  In  athletics,  good  sportsmanship 
and  competition  are  emphasized.  At  meals,  the  lack  of 
supervision  provides  the  student  the  freedom  to  main- 
tain good  table  manners  or  neglect  them.  Without 
doubt,  the  morality  Andover  teaches  is  American.  It  in- 
cludes the  view  that  lack  of  direct  supervision  is  benefi- 
cial, and  that  hard  work,  competition  and  success  are 
extremely  important.  And  while  the  school  is  hesitant  to 
admit  it,  this  orients  the  student  towards  personal  suc- 
cess rather  than  concern  for  others. 

A moral  revival  should  take  place  on  three  planes:  in  the 
curriculum,  in  student  government,  and  in  the  area  of 
work  duty.  In  addition,  Andover  should  delegate  time 
to  a course  in  actual  values  clarification. 


Heads  of  Undergraduate  Organizations  1978  - 1979 

President 

Afro-Lati  no- American 

Society 

Eric  W.  Sheffield 

Co-Presidents 

Andover  Student  Political 

Union 

Abigail  Saltonstall  and 
Dewey  M.  Thompson 

•President 

Asian  Cultural  Society 

President 

Astronomy  Club 

Charles  B.  Labiner 

•Chairman 

Athletic  Association 
Advisory  Board 

•President 

Band 

Co-Chairpersons 

Blue  Key 

Cynthia  V.  Doggett  and 
Daniel  E.  Zanes 

•President 

Brass  Choir 

Director 

Bureau  of  Tutoring 

Gregory  D Cleveland 

Co-Presidents 

Chamber  Music 

Society 

Susan  C.  Kiley  and 
Alfred  W.  Wasson 

Co-Presidents 

Chapel  Council 

Rachel  S.  Blain, 
Susannah  M.  Bryant 
and  Abigail  Saltonstall 

•Head 

Cheerleaders 

President 

Chess  Club 

Thomas  P Magee 

Co-Presidents 

Chorus 

Taylor  S.  Bodman  and 
Helene  M.  Holbrook 

President 

Coin  Club 

Charles  D.  Boddy 

"President 

Day  Student  Union 

Director 

Drama  Lab 

Nicholas  W.  Lobenthal 

President 

Duplicate  Bridge  Club 

David  W.  Hsieh 

President 

Eagle  Scout  Club 

Post  107 

Charles  D.  Boddy 

•President 

Fencing  Club 

President 

Fidelio 

Jane  P.  Moncreiff 

Co- Presidents 

French  Club 

Phong  C.  Nguyen  and 
Margaret  S.  Shuwall 

"President 

German  Club 

Co-Presidents 

Jazz  Band 

William  C.  Bradley  and 
Robert  S.  Khozouri 

President 

Jewish  Student  Union 

James  E.  Cohen 

President 

Kendo  Club 

Akiko  Ishizuka 

Co-Presidents 

Magicians'  Club 

Jay  D.  Gale  and 
H.  Huntington  Stehli 

Editor 

The  Mirror 

Nicholas  W.  Lobenthal 

Co-Presidents 

Model  Airplane  Club 

Charles  E.  Dean  and 
Jay  D.  Gale 

•President 

Model  Railroad  Club 

President 

Muse 

John  S.  Andrews 

•President 

Natural  History  Club 

Co- Presidents 

Newman  Club 

Lynne  C.  Kosobucki 
and  John  D.  Stenson 

•Concertmaster 

Orchestra 

President 

Outing  Club 

M.  Jeremy  Pirtle 

Editor-in-Chief 

The  Phillipian 

Andrew  J.  Guff 

President 

P.A.  Women's  Union 

Helen  B Link 

Co-Presidents 

Philomathean  Society 

Helen  B Link  and 
Dewey  M.  Thompson 

Editor-in-Chief 

The  Pot  Pourri 

John  K.  Whiting 

President 

Pre-Law  Society 

Peter  A Caro 

President 

Pre-Medical  Society 

Victoria  M.  Abbott 

President 

Press  Club 

F Stephenson  Ackroyd 

Co-Presidents 

Psychology  Club 

Cynthia  V.  Doggett  and 
George  R P Wilson 

President 

Radio  Broadcast  Assn. 

(WPAA-FM) 

Brian  L.  Linse 

•President 

Russian  Club 

Commodore 

Sailing  Club 

Joshua  L.  Gear 

Co-Presidents 

Ski  Club 

James  S.  Cleveland 
and  Hyun  Park 

"Co-Chairmen 

Social  Functions 
Committee 

Co-Presidents 

Spanish  Club 

Courtney  K.  Moss  and 
Rona  G.  Shapiro 

President 

Stamp  Club 

Thomas  W.  Gibb 

Co-Presidents 

Student  Guides 

Stephen  A.  Chernow  and 
Roberta  S.  Nahill 

•President 

SUMOP 

Co-Presidents 

SWAG 

James  E.  Cohen  and 
Courtney  K.  Moss 

President 

Table  Tennis 

Association 

Paul  A.  Glazer 

President 

United  Nations  Club 

Charles  P.  Hess 

Co-President 

Young  Democrats 

Helen  Epstein  and 
Edwin  B.  Lord 

*To  be  elected  in  the 

Fall 
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BECKETT 

FESTIVAL 
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THE  COMEDY  OF  ERRORS 


Over  twenty-five  years  ago,  the  late  N.  Penrose  Hallowell  originated  a 
tradition  at  Andover:  to  produce  one  Shakespearean  play  each  winter. 
The  Phillips  and  Abbott  Academies  took  great  pride  in  working  together 
to  mount  various  Shakespearean  plays,  from  Macbeth  to  Much  Ado  About 
Nothing,  from  Hamlet  to  Richard  III.  These  plays  were  produced  in  the 
Elizabethan  manner,  featuring  elaborate  costumes,  authentic  acting,  and 
impeccable  direction.  About  seven  years  and  fifteen  plays  later,  the 
Shakespearean  tradition  dissolved,  because  in  the  early  1970's  students 
were  asking,  "Why  do  we  always  do  Shakespeare?"  In  recent  years, 
students  have  been  asking,  "Why  don't  we  ever  do  Shakespeare?"  It  is 
entirely  fitting  that  in  his  last  days.  Pen  Hallowell,  the  father  of  Andover 
Theatre,  was  able  to  see  the  revival  of  the  Bard  in  the  form  of 
Shakespeare's  first  play.  The  Comedy  of  Errors.  While  we  don't  expect  to 
work  through  all  37  plays  in  order,  we  do  hope  to  produce  a dozen  or  so 
of  his  most  playable  works  at  the  rate  of  one  per  year,  or  until  students 
again  ask,  "Why  do  we  always  do  Shakespeare?" 

Our  production  of  Errors,  set  in  a modern  Adriatic  coastal  resort,  held 
tenaciously  to  the  strength  of  Shakespearean  drama  — the  text  — but 
presented  a few  purists  in  the  audience  with  some  startling 
interpretations:  Wiseman  and  Segal  in  whiteface;  Lobenthal  and  Regan 
as  debonair  men  about  town;  Kennedy  as  a banana  republic  dictator; 
Stephanie  Lake  as  the  devil  incarnate  and  a motley  collection  of 
courtesans,  pimps,  and  kitchen  wenches.  Featuring  music  from  the 
Royal  Shakespeare  Company  production,  Errors  was  a romp,  from 
downbeat  to  curtain  call:  Shakespeare  is  smiling  upon  Andover  once 
again. 
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SPORTS 
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Lead  by  a fearless  ex-Amherst  goalie, 
Mr.  Price,  and  All-American  Mr.  Koolen, 
who  left  women  with  wet  eyes  after  every 
away  game,  the  varsity  soccer  team  had 
another  successful  season.  The  fall  was 
most  noticeably  marked  by  more  victories 
over  college  teams  than  ever  before.  Some 
may  remember  it  as  the  year  of  the  PG  or 
the  like.  Others  may  remember  some 
inconsistencies,  the  blooper  goals  like  at 
MIT,  a goalie  it  was  nice  to  have,  a four 
game  week  full  of  wins,  losses,  ties,  and 
SATs,  the  complete  togetherness  in 
tearing  up  Boston  with  sprained  ankle 
and  all,  or  even  a broken  nose. 

Regardless,  it's  a year  worth 
remembering. 


4th  row:  Koolen,  M (coach);  Shaver,  D;  Livermore,  J; 
Jordahl,  E;  MacDonald,  S;  Talcott,  J;  Townsend,  H;  Price, 
M (coach).  3rd  row:  Moseley,  R;  Mathewson,  M;  Holmes, 
B;  Pedraza,  G;  Flaherty,  D;  Amero,  S;  Humphries,  RW; 
Hartzell,  D;  Slapo,  G;  Wheeler,  DB.  2nd  row:  Mulvaney, 


MJ;  O'Hara,  C;  Lamed,  FS;  Moten,  WG;  Way,  W 
(captain);  Livingston,  PR  (captain);  McKinnon,  MA; 
Figus,  F;  Bradt,  R;  Schwarz,  T.  1st  row:  Santos,  V (mgr.); 
Kwass,  J (mgr.);  DiRusso,  B (mgr.). 
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Masconomet  1 

PA  1 

Nobles  & Greenough  2 
PA  0 

Concord  1 

PA  4 

Cushing  0 

PA  7 


Exeter  1 

PA  2 

Northfield  2 

PA  1 

Pingree  3 

PA  1 

St.  Pauls  3 

PA  3 


Lawrence  1 

PA  2 

Governor  Dummer  3 
PA  1 

Exeter  3 

PA  2 
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3rd  row:  Ritchie,  SJ  (coach);  Hurley,  DP;  Peck,  AM; 
Davidson,  AH;  Kent,  LJ;  Bemis,  SB;  Coyle,  CF.  2nd 
row:  Snedeker,  LA;  Johnson,  LB;  Higgins,  MF;  Yost, 


AE;  Doykos,  CJ;  Sizer,  LE.  1st  row:  McLaughry,  LA; 
Rosenberg,  RL;  McGann,  JK;  Moody,  JE;  Glumicich, 
TJ;  Haigh,  AE;  Campbell,  EC. 
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VOLLEYBALL 


What??  Varsity  Volleyball  at  Andover?  Well  . . . yes 
and  no.  As  many  girls  anxiously  clutched  their  sports 
sign-up  cards  filled  out  for  varsity  volleyball,  they  did  not 
envision  the  real  "P.A.  Volleyball  Experience”.  Although 
the  team  played  only  two  games  with  other  schools,  it 
had  to  submit  to  Head  Coach  Clarke's  death-defying 
kamakazie  drills  five  days  a week.  Spirit  was  kept  high, 
however,  and  on  several  occasions  the  girl's  even 
provided  entertainment  in  the  Borden  Gym  while  diving 
around  the  floor  onto  raw  hands  and  knees.  Carol  Davies, 
the  shining  star  of  the  team,  represented  the  girl's  student 
coach  this  year.  Her  coaching  led  to  the  team's  perfection 
of  the  bump  and  set  after  a mere  month  and  a half. 

Overall,  the  thirteen  girls  on  the  team  made 
outstanding  improvement  throughout  the  year. 
Volleyball  is  a young  sport  at  P.A.,  but  by  the  end  of  fall 
term  Mrs.  Clarke's  team  demonstrated  potential  for  a 
future  official  varsity  team.  Upper  Sherry  Aghoian 
developed  a power  arm  serve,  Roxan  Saidi  was 
outstanding  at  the  net,  and  Eleanor  Parsons  showed  great 
improvement  throughout  the  term. 

So  what  was  the  real  "P.A.  Volleyball  Experience”?  It 
meant  fun  and  work,  gossip  and  drills,  along  with  many 
bruised  knees.  Next  year  brings  the  promise  of  an 
authentic,  lettered  varsity  team.  It  may  not  be  quite  as 
diverse  as  this  years  team,  but  hopefully  will  encounter 
more  inter-school  competition. 
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FIELD  HOCKEY 


For  two  hours  every  afternoon  we  dribbled,  ran,  drove, 
scrimmaged  and  scooped  with  the  lingering  summer  sun  on 
our  backs  and  lush  grass  under  our  cleats. 

Everyday  I wondered  if  I would  really  fall  down  from 
exhaustion  as  we  sprinted  to  the  25,  jogged  to  the  50,  sprinted 
to  the  75,  jogged  to  the  100,  sprinted  to  the  25  . . . but  1 didn't; 

no  one  did. 

In  both  teams  setting  a winning  precedent  by  October  we 
were  still  carrying  an  undefeated  season.  The  Pingree  game  was 
coming  up.  Pingree  had  been  undefeated  for  four  years.  The 
whistle  blew,  the  bully  began  — the  late  afternoon  sun 
highlighted  patches  of  the  field,  white  shirts,  blue  kilts, 
flashing  sticks.  Mrs.  Harrison  paced  the  sidelines  all  the  time 
calling  out  encouragements  as  if  she  herself  were  playing. 
Shelly  and  Sally,  the  defensive  and  offensive  coaches,  looked 
on,  taking  notes,  watching,  waiting.  We  screamed,  cheered  and 
yelled.  The  ball  moved  from  one  end  of  the  field  to  the  other  — 
then  we  scored  a goal  — yet  Pingree  came  back  with  a score  to 
match  ours.  The  pace  of  the  game  intensified  and  all  seemed  to 
be  drawn  onto  the  field  as  the  players  sprinted,  dodged  and 
fought  until  finally  we  clinched  our  second  goal  and  the  game. 
Pingree's  record  was  broken,  we  had  come  through  undefeated. 
Carrying  our  sticks,  our  bodies  tired,  our  faces  sweat-streaked, 

we  walked  off  the  field. 
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2nd  row:  Clayton,  S (Coach);  Tucker  (Mascot),  Brace,  K 
(Mgr.);  Drayton,  C;  Harrison,  MA  (Coach);  Shuwall,  M; 
Hughes,  L;  Wagner,  B;  Saltonstall,  A;  Jenkins,  S; 


Krumpe,  A;  Campbell,  EB;  Jewett,  L.  1st  row:  Pynchon, 
M;  Melaragno,  B;  Abbott,  V;  Deery,  E (Captain),  Blake, 
WE;  Kiley,  S;  King,  E;  Read,  V;  Weiss,  S (Coach). 
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Govenor  Dummer  11 

St.  Paul's 

29 

PA 

10 

PA 

26 

Middlesex 

28 

Exeter 

32 

PA 

28 

PA 

23 

Harvard 

Interschols 

6 th 

PA 

cancelled 

Northfield 

38 

PA 

22 

Despite  numerous  injuries,  the  girls' 
cross  country  team  was  successful  in  spirit, 
though  our  record  did  not  show  it.  Just 
remember,  though,  Margaret:  "Stretch  it 
out  on  your  own.  On  your  own  what? 
That's  what  she  said!  (try  #23) 


Kozel,  P (coach);  Morton,  A;  Best, 
M;  Gear,  S;  Kamuck,  J;  Ishizuka, 
A;  Kosobucki,  L;  Sargent,  L; 


Bettenger,  S;  Schweitzer,  D; 
Wilmer,  H (coach);  not  shown 
Perkins,  W (captain). 
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Govenor  Dummer 

50 

St.  Paul's 

44 

Rivers  Country  Day 

50 

PA 

15 

PA 

Deerfield 

28 

Harvard 

19 

PA 

28 

PA 

44 

Exeter 

30 

Lowell 

25 

PA 

27 

PA 

30 

Interschols 

5th 

Northfield 

21 

PA 

36 

EUPHORIA 

(sung  to  the  tune  of  Gilligan's  Island) 
by  J.G.  and  J.W.B. 

This  is  the  story  of  Euphoria 
You  get  it  when  you  run  a long  time 
You'll  have  to  make  the  best  of  it 
It's  just  like  getting  high  — 

Just  like  getting  high. 

First  you  start  off  on  your  toes 
Then  you  lift  your  knees 
Then  before  you  know  it 
You're  running  like  the  breeze  — 
Running  like  the  breeze. 

Now  you're  striding  down  the  track 
You're  tearing  up  the  ground 
The  crowds  they  all  cheer  for  you 
They  come  from  all  around  — 

Come  from  all  around. 

Now  once  you  get  this  high 
You  get  it  every  day 
You  know  you  have  Euphoria 
You've  got  it,  it's  there  to  stay  — 

You've  got  it,  it's  there  to  stay. 


Accetta,  R;  Burgess,  JK; 
Dabney,  JB;  Wolk,  RS; 
Thompson,  DM;  Sheehy,  NK; 
Gear,  JL  (Captain);  Parker,  GF; 


Krohn,  PK;  Morrissey,  RT; 
Mercuri,  JT;  Nakajima,  GA; 
Hannah,  F (Coach). 
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3rd  row:  Harrison,  FH  (Coach);  Anderson,  SIA  (Coach).  2nd  row:  Kopp,  LD;  Pearsall,  JM; 
Hilliard,  AC  (Captain);  MacDonald,  PC;  Strong,  SM;  McCubbin,  DR;  Cabaniss,  WH.  1st  row: 
Higgings,  JJ;  Morimoto,  DD;  Jacobson,  JA;  Sullivan,  KR;  Poison,  LL;  Bartlett,  HP. 
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FOOTBALL 
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4th  row:  Stableford,  J (Coach);  Bemieri,  L (Coach); 
Mazzoco,  N;  Garabedian,  S;  Ventre,  J;  Callagy,  GK; 
Golitz;  Clark,  H;  Best,  G (Coach);  Gurry,  C (Coach).  3rd 
row:  Adams,  A (Mgr.);  Riordan,  P;  Solomon,  M; 
Foreman,  J;  Francis,  J;  Robbins,  G;  Taylor,  K;  Heffernan, 
R;  Bishop,  B;  Thomas,  L (Mgr.).  2nd  row:  Harvey,  T; 


Gildehaus,  T;  Craane,  C;  Pelletier,  F;  Murphy,  S;  Furse,  J; 
Fowkes,  J;  Bliss,  D;  Sirois,  P;  Janis,  D.  1st  row:  Starratt, 
M;  Callahan,  C;  Goggin,  D;  Flynn,  T;  Klimchuk,  G 
(Tri-Captain);  Aylward,  B (Tri-Captain);  Currid,  J 
(Tri-Captain);  Sewell,  B;  Sheffield,  E;  Fusco,  R;  Mobley, 
R. 
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The  football  had  a 2-5  season  that  was  both  sensational 
and  frustrating.  Three  losses,  each  by  only  a touchdown, 
were  countered  by  two  thrilling  comeback  wins.  Against 
Mt.  Herman  Kevin  Callagy's  clutch  touchdown  passes  to 
end  Colin  Callahan  and  running  back  Jim  Ventre 
culminated  in  a last  minute  28-27  win  in  front  of  the  home 
fans.  Later  in  the  season  the  Blue  did  it  again  by  coming 
from  behind  on  the  revitalized  arm  of  QB  Scott  Garabedian 
who  connected  with  Callagy  and  upper  Paul  Sirois  for 
several  late  scores.  Exeter,  unfortunately,  proved  tougher 
down  the  stretch  despite  the  strength  of  the  Andover 
running  attack  spearheaded  by  the  offensive  line.  Greg 
Robbins,  John  Francis,  Tad  Flynn,  and  Hawaiian,  Herman 
Clark,  opened  holes  all  day  long  for  Paul  Golitz  who 
outgained  Exeter's  overrated  rushers.  In  successfully 
closing  down  the  Exeter  offense  the  Blue  showed  its  true 


strength  on  defense.  Middle  Guard  Ron  Fusco  had  a fine 
day  being  given  support  on  the  outside  by  ends  Mike 
Starratt  and  upper  Jack  Fowkes.  The  linebacking  was 
provided  by  Bruce  Aylward,  Bob  Heffernan,  and  upper  Tex 
Furse,  and  was  itself  backed  up  by  the  usual  strong 
performance  of  Dan  Janis  and  Callahan.  Completing  the 
secondary  throughout  the  season  were  lacrosse  star  Dan 
Goggin,  hard-hitting  Brought  Bishop,  and  Eric  Sheffield 
who  finally  put  his  speed  to  constructive  use.  With  the  new 
look  in  the  coaching  staff,  a steady  group  of  returning 
letterman,  and  new  talent  coming  in,  things  are  on  the 
upswing  for  Andover  football.  I'd  like  to  wish  Mr.  Best  and 
returning  captain  Jim  Currid  the  best  of  luck  and  thank  Lou 
Bernieri  personally  and  also  for  all  he's  done  for  the  PGs  of 
the  two  past  two  years. 

— Bruce  Aylward 
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THE  COLD 
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Senior  year,  a school  boy's 
oasis  of  sanity,  a distant  vision 
during  the  first  three  years  of 
high  school,  a legacy.  I came  to 
boarding  school  in  eleventh 
grade  and  roomed  with  a senior 
proctor,  a popular,  hardworking 
guy  from  Virginia  Beach,  who 
won  my  mother  over  instantly, 
“I'm  so  glad  he's  your  roommate, 
you're  very  lucky.  I can  see  that 
he'll  be  a good  example."  He  was 
a good  example;  his  friends  were 
people  I would  have  liked  to 
have  had  for  friends,  his  lifestyle 
was  organized;  his  grades  were 
always  close  to  honor  roll;  his 
outlook  was  one  of  extreme 
cheerfulness,  although  he 
secretly  enjoyed  being  frazzled. 

People,  almost  without 
exception,  respected  him  and 
enjoyed  his  company.  He  had 
style  and  he  was  a senior. 
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Sometimes  I just  sit  and  stare  at  my  roommate, 
entranced  with  the  fact  that  anyone  could  possibly 
room  with  me  for  longer  than  just  hours.  I have  no 
tolerance.  You  have  to  wonder  about  all  those  seniors 
who  live  in  singles.  Too  many  years  of  togetherness 
has  taught  them  that  solitude  is  the  only  solution.  Not 
a hundred  years  of  it,  but  only  until  they  find  a mate. 
The  freedom  of  solitude.  I know  that  if  I were  my 
roommate,  I would  dream  of  solitude  until  I was 
finally  alone,  and  then  I would  become  suddenly 
content  with  my  roommate  and  his  previously 
intolerable  habits  and  idiosyncrasies. 
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The  recurring  theme  seemed  to 
be  lists,  and  the  making  thereof. 
Fall  term  was  a constant  battle  in 
which  Ted  and  I,  attempted  to 
construct  a fortress  of 
organization:  an  army  of  college 
applications,  assignments, 
commitments  to  girlfriends, 
commitments  to  parents, 
commitments  to  ourselves  . . . 
Although  the  actual  problem  lay 
in  serious  procrastination 
(non-credit),  we  nevertheless 
armed  ourselves  with  lists: 
rough  scribbled  lists,  class  lists, 
and  party  invitation  lists.  We 
fought  things  in  our  daily  lives 
with  our  artillery  of  lists.  They 
never  contributed  to  our 
organization  — they  were  almost 
inevitably  lost  soon  after 
conception  and  yet  served  as  a 
psychological  defense  against 
our  thinking  that  we  didn't  have 
our  act  together,  which  was  true. 
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He  asked  about  the  place 
where  nothing  seemed 
perfect.  He  looked  her  in 
the  face  and  wondered  at 
the  pain.  We  are  just 
pawns,  now  magnets  on 
the  road.  But  it  ends  here 
or  there,  some  damn  time 
it  ends  in  your  mind.  So 
promises  take  to  me  like 
bad  dreams  up  on  the 
tundra.  Some  like  to  call  it 
the  vista,  but  God  be 
serious  for  a spell.  Please 

be. 
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Light  of  all  persuasions  abound,  but  few 
are  used  in  our  search  for  a dim 
atmosphere;  a tapestry  hangs  loosely 
from  the  ceiling  to  form  a half  cylinder 
which  becomes  kinetic  sculpture  when 
the  radiator  is  on.  But  perhaps  the  most 
garish  aspect  is  the  mass  of  ties  in  all  loud 
colors  conceivable  which  my  roommate 
tied  together  to  form  a cobweb  to  cling  to 
the  apex  of  the  ceiling.  We  often  despair 
that  our  lifestyle  is  decadent,  but  we 
agree  that  decadence  should  be  pleasing 
to  the  eye. 
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. . . thus  perfecting  the  art  of  procrastination 
which  had  already  so  successfully  managed  to 
put  you  in  the  predicament  of  being  obliged  to 
forego  sleep  for  a whole  night . . . After  all,  you 
do  have  all  night  to  work,  so  what's  a few  hours 
spent  milling  around  the  dorm? 

The  room  is  dark  except  for  a small,  piercing 
tensor  light  bulb;  the  radio  is  turned  on  very 
low  (so  that  your  roommate  can  slumber 
undisturbed)  to  some  24-hour  AM  station;  the 
paper  shouts  white  from  the  desk  top  amply 
littered  with  crumbs;  your  already  aching  wrists 
prop  up  your  head  and  your  palms  stretch  the 
skin  on  your  forehead  back  towards  your 
hairline  to  keep  your  eyelids  open.  The  smoke 
climbs  out  the  putrid  ashtray  blurring  the  air 


around  you,  reddening  your  eyes  that  sting 
with  fatigue.  Everything  streams  slowly 
together.  It  is  so  easy  to  write  an  English  essay 
that  starts  on  the  bottom  of  the  last  math 
problem  lest  your  thinking  process  we 
interrupted  — permanently.  You  become  a 
work  machine,  catching  up,  churning  out,  but 
everything  is  very  mediocre  and  bland. 

The  day  after  is  like  a scattered  train  of  thought. 
Drifting  disinterestedly  from  class  to  class  for 
the  formality  of  attendance  rather  than  the 
pursuit  of  knowledge,  standing  in  front  of 
the  mirror,  gloating  over  the  vacancy  in  your 
face,  laughing  at  things  which  lack  any  sort  of 
humor,  feeling  invisible,  bouncing  off  people  in 
large  mailroom  crowds,  living  a nonsequitor. 
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It's  three  o'clock  in  the  morning,  and  I'm 
sitting  here  locked  into  the  trance  like 
reality  of  half-sleep,  but  before  I pop  off 
to  dance  in  the  rain  of  human  suffering, 
finding  joy  admist  the  tears  of  tragedy,  I 
have  something  I want  to  say  . . . 
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3 year  at  school  has 
been  acted  out  in  the 
mornings  as  if  we  were 
talking  about  a local  train 
schedule  in  a small  town, 
which  we  certainly 
weren't.  "Yup,  the  alarm 
rings  here  every  'morn' 
but  it's  been  ringin'  for  so 
many  of  'em  we've 
stopped  paying'  attention. 


In  our  Dormitory  on  the  third 
floor  is  a room  just  smaller  than  a 
single  which  is  used  for  the 
storage  of  a few  suitcases  and 
stereo  boxes.  When  we  moved  to 
the  dorm  this  year,  there  was 
some  oilpainting  which  last 
year's  crew  had  created.  Faces, 
buildings,  abstractions,  and  big 
letters  which  spelled  "I'm  so 
happy  I could  cry"  played  on  the 
wall.  We've  since  spent  several 
hours  with  friends  and  two 
watercolor  sets,  designing  madly 

on  the  wall. 
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We  have  several  notebooks  in 
our  room  which  seem  at  most 
times  part  of  the  general  decor, 
and  as  functional  as  chairs.  I still 
find  drawings,  poems,  notes, 
and  songs  left  by  friends  who 
have  come  in  and,  grabbing  a 
crayon  or  pencil,  scribble 
something  down.  The  spiral 
bindings  are  twisted  and 
flattened  from  being  stepped  on 
repeatedly,  and  the  worn  covers, 
our  names  hardly 
distinguishable  from  the  tangle 
of  hurried  drawings  and 
reminders,  are  slowly  being  torn 
away  from  the  wire  baring  the 
next  clean  page.  The  books  seem 
to  grow  out  from  under  the 
couch,  or  sleep  under  desks  and 
chairs,  revealing  themselves  at 
the  last  possible  minute  before 
class  or,  occasionally,  not  at  all. 
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Not  Just  Another  Day 
A figure  sits  on  a third  story 
window  ledge  with  his  feet  out 
on  the  fire  escape.  Staring  at  the 
backyard,  the  garage,  the  bike 
rack,  the  child's  swing  set,  and 
the  leaves,  blowing  furiously.  He 
is  painfully  smoking  a cigarette, 
listening  to  loud  country  from 
within  the  room,  and  shaking 
from  the  waist  up. 

It  can  be  blamed  on  a lack  of 
sleep,  a near  teenage 
breakdown,  rather  than  actual 
circumstances,  although  the  two 
worked  effectively  together  to 
beat  him  to  an  emotional  pulp. 

Little  things  like  forgetting  that 
English  class  was  supposed  to 
meet  in  Commons  or  meeting  a 
friend  who  failed  to  say  that  he 
had  an  important  meeting  with 
school  officials  get  to  be 
bothersome,  but  then,  finally 
arriving  at  Commons  to  find  that 
the  rest  of  the  class  wants  to  eat 
upstairs  and  the  dining  hall  staff 
wants  everyone  out. 
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The  Odyssey 

Cruising  into  Commons  late  as  I will  sometimes 
after  a heavy  Bio  quiz  I had  been  smokin  a few 
at  someone's  room,  you  know.  Well,  anyway 
being  a Friday  night,  I cruised  into  Commons, 
went  to  my  usual  domain  upstairs  somewhere, 
never  really  eating  much  of  anything.  Here  I'd 
sit  at  times  on  the  end  of  my  dizzy  nicotine 
buzz,  downing  coffee  for  the  caffeine,  poking 
my  porkchop.  Well  Commons  is  kind  of  a drag, 
talking  with  all  the  diverse  people.  Didn't  come 
in  with  anyone  so  I cruised  out  of  Commons  the 
same.  They  all  end  up  singing  that  music.  Well, 
anyway,  cruisin'  up  through  the  center  of 
campus,  there  is  NWL  cruisin'  around  heading 
towards  Commons.  I tell  him  it's  over.  "I  knew 
it"  he  replies,  "Late  for  supper".  "Know  of  a 
party?"  "Yeh"  says  he.  "In  Bartlett".  We  cruise 
in  to  PL's  room.  PL  is  standing,  brushing  his 
teeth,  drooling  on  his  sweater,  looking  rather 
into  his  own  world  of  the  record  on  the 
turntable.  We  don't  talk;  they  just  push  each 
other  around.  We  leave.  I throw  my  coat  on  the 
field  in  front  of  me  and  cruise  elsewhere.  We 
take  a right  over  towards  Foxcroft.  Good  ol' 
Bob.  We  don't  stay  long.  Bob  is  not  in  the  mood 
for  company.  Out  the  door,  and  away.  God 


what  a night,  the  moon  is  so  beautiful.  We  walk 
in,  hassle  HB  and  ].  Up  we  go  to  DX  and  TL's 
room.  D.  is  playing  the  real  kids.  Rock  and  Roll. 
We  talk  of  life  and  writing  songs.  A favorite  past 
time.  He'll  be  a fuckin'  producer  he  says.  He 
might.  D.  and  I will  play  at  a coffeehouse  later. 
We'll  have  to  go  tell  LTF.  Over  to  Eaton  where 
we  speak  with  L and  go  upstairs  to  see  HS  and 
listen  to  Johnny  Winter  and  Jim  Morrison 
petitioning  the  Lord  with  prayer.  I leave  off  that 
scene  and  go  downtown  with  L for  Mac's.  Then 
up  the  hill  to  Redman's  factory.  It's  a surreal 
plan.  We  go  up  the  hill,  I meet  HS,  and  L leaves. 
In  someone's  backyard  for  Christ's  sake.  We 
cruise  to  the  center  of  campus  yet  again.  H falls 
down  and  starts  eating  the  ground.  Over  to  Day 
where  nothing  is  happening,  but  we  have  a 
cigarette  with  LP.  She  is  tired  as  usual,  fried  as 
usual  by  the  mere  burden  of  creation.  AK  is 
leaning  out  of  a window.  Dead  blasts  from 
another.  We  went  to  see  DS.  He  asks  a question, 
we  say  yes,  we  leave. 

Over  in  WQN  things  are  slow.  Upstairs  to  JT's 
room.  He's  out  of  it.  The  Odyssey  ends  in  front 
of  the  tube  I get  back  to  at  about  twelve.  The 
fifteen  minutes  of  movie  I stayed  awake  for 
were  forgettable. 
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Listening  To  Jazz  In  My  Uncle's  Desoto 

I cried  for  you! 
sings  the  old  car  radio. 

I cried,  as  well 

in  the  vaulted  corridors  of  subway 
empires,  where  the  ancient,  metal 
worms  slide  beneath  our  cities, 
hauling  a 

cargo  of  busy  ghosts. 

I cried  in  the  rusted  arches  of  deep 
brick  alleyways,  the  much  used, 
panicky 

bend  of  the  cast  iron  fire  escapes, 
lacing,  with  sinister  right  angles, 
across 

the  hungry  clay  of  Roxbury. 

I cried 

Among  the  crushing,  iron  and  rubber 
sperm  which  streams  its  shiny, 
speckled  course  down  our  streets  and 
beneath  our  mountains. 

And,  as  my  tears, 
a tall  black  man  with  a transparent 
mustache  gets  on  the  bus  and  pounds 
his  quarter  into  the  box. 

He  carries  a pink  and  blue  shoebox, 
in  which  are  stowed  a grey  mustache 
and  a pair 

of  eyes.  These  things  he  wears  only 
on  occasions  of  extreme  import  or  terror, 
like  terror,  like 

weddings  or  bicycle  accidents. 

When  he  gets  off,  I can  only 

follow  the  usual  route,  down  the 

street,  past  yesterday's 

half  empty  trash  cans,  and  past  the 

snarling,  greasy 

city  dogs  who  live  by  eating 

monstrous  rats  and 

garbage,  down  the  street  to  my 

granite  door  step, 

where  I sit  and  watch  the  teenagers 
smoke  cigarettes  and  drink  beer. 
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SCHOOL  YEAR 
ABROAD 


In  February  in  celebration  of  the  Mardi  Gras,  I went 
skiing  in  the  Swiss  Alps  with  a friend  as  members 
of  a youth  group.  Whilst  there  we  met  an  American 
who  had  left  "prep"  school  ten  years  previous  to 
hitchhike  around  the  world.  His  tales  of  his  many 
international  experiences  and  friends  that  he  had 
encountered  on  his  vagabond  travels  fascinated  us. 
He  had  been  free  of  school,  parents,  the  draft,  and 
to  a certain  extent  financial  worries.  If  he  found 
that  in  a certain  country  the  inhabitants  were 
uneasy  about  lodging  or  feeding  a foreigner,  he 
would  stop  over  in  a small  town  or  ski  resort  for  a 
few  weeks  to  earn  a little  pocket  money.  This 
remarkable  man  introduced  us  to  others  who  had 
fled  their  restrictive  societies  to  adopt  an 
international  identity  and  enjoy  the  freedoms  of 
adhering  to  no  specific  system  of  laws  or  customs. 
The  spirit  of  the  nomad  and  of  the  adventurer  were 
awoken  in  my  Friend  and  I;  we  seriously 
contemplated  not  returning  to  School  Year  Abroad. 
Yet  we  dutifully  returned  to  Rennes  and  School. 
Despite  the  last  two  very  busy  years  away  from 
home,  there  was  something  in  each  of  us  that  was 
not  ready  to  attack  the  big  wide  world. 


Burrows,  Chapell,  Doyle,  Drescher,  Dupre,  Getgood, 
Glynn,  Jedlicka,  Nicosia,  Posey,  Riker,  Roth,  Shattuck, 
172  Canning,  Heller,  Sizer,  Wolfe. 


WASHINGTON  INTERN 


V J 

WINTER  IN  ANTIBES 


We  participated  in  an  experimental  exchange 
program  in  Antibes,  France,  a small  city  of 
60,000,  located  on  the  French  Riviera. 

As  'guinea  pigs'  for  the  Andover  in  Antibes 
program,  the  four  of  us  were  subject  to  some 
disorganization,  misunderstanding,  and 
inevitable  experimentation.  The  program  was 
extremely  worthwhile  and  beneficial,  not  only 
for  our  language  improvement  but  also  for 
opportunity  to  completely  remove  ourselves 
from  the  Andover  community  and  participate  in 
a foreign  culture  for  three  months. 

Despite  small  French  dogs  who  wear  raincoats 
and  crazy  French  drivers,  the  aqua-green 
Mediterranean  winter  was  the  warmest  and 
sunniest  we'd  seen.  We  Americans  from  P.A. 
took  any  and  all  advantages  of  the  Riviera 
sunshine  we  could  find,  while  the  French  and 
their  sweatered  dogs  looked  on  in  utter 
amazement. 

On  the  other  side  of  this  'experiment  in 
international  living'  we  did  lots  of  'staring  in 
amazement'  while  attending  classes  at  the  lycee. 
Our  academic  schedules  varied  yet  each  of  us 
took  a Geographical  History  course  and  various 
French  Literature  and  Grammar  courses.  Some 
of  us  braved  the  elements  while  others  chose  to 
show  us  up  by  being  tri-lingual.  I fit  right  into  a 
nice  cliche  image  of  France:  I lived  with  a wine 
connoisseur,  and  learned  how  to  spend  francs  at 
pastry  shops. 
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ECHOES 


MY 

AUDIENCE 
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DRAMA 

PUNK  ROCK  EVENING 
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The  Andover  Touring  Company 

of 

Phillips  Academy 

presents 

A Musical  Version  of  Royall  Tyler's 

The  Contrast 


Music  by 
Don  Pippin 


Lyrics  by 
Steve  Brown 


Adaptation  by 
Anthony  Stimac 


March  2 and  3 at  8:00  P.M. 
Phillips  Academy 
Andover,  Massachusetts 


March  13  and  1 4 at  7:30  P.M. 
Manchester  Grammar  School 
Manchester 


March  25  at  7:30  P.M. 
Dulwich  College,  London 


THE 

TOURING 

COMPANY 


The  Contrast  as  you  see  it  tonight  is  a musical  version  of  the  first 
professionally  acted  American  comedy  The  original  play,  writ- 
ten in  1787  by  Boston-born,  Harvard-educated  Royall  Tyler,  a 
major  in  the  Continental  Army  and  Chief  justice  of  the  Supreme 
Court  of  Vermont,  was  first  produced  at  the  )ohn  Street  Theatre 
in  New  York  under  the  management  of  Lewis  Hallam  and  John 
Henry  With  Sheridan's  The  School  for  Scandal  in  mind,  Tyler 
crafted  a unique  American  view  of  some  differences  between 
those  who  retained  the  European  tradition  and  those  who  had 
broken  from  it.  In  1972  a trio  of  New  York  writers  trimmed 
Tyler's  text  and  added  some  lively  music.  For  this  production  we 
have  replaced  some,  but  not  all,  of  the  original  script  to  aid 
character  development  and  to  show  our  audiences  more  of  what 
the  young  and  proud  post-Revolutionary  America  enjoyed  when 
it  attended  the  theatre 


The  1979  Andover  Touring  Company  is  participating  in  the 
fourth  direct  exchange  with  Manchester  Grammar  School,  the 
fifth  visit  to  that  school  while  on  tour,  and  the  seventh  program 
of  its  kind  arranged  between  Andover  and  English  schools  Since 
1973  there  have  been  seven  touring  productions:  Our  Town, 
Harvey,  The  Fantasticks,  Scenes  from  American  Life,  A Thurber 
Carnival,  Godspell,  and  The  Contrast.  We  have  performed  at 
several  English  schools,  exchanging  directly  with  two  of  them; 
there  are  plans  for  future  exchanges  with  even  more  schools 

We  would  like  to  express  our  gratitude  to  all  of  our  benefactors, 
host  families,  and  schools,  without  whose  generosity  and 
hospitality  none  of  this  would  be  possible 
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SEARCH 

AND 

RESCUE 
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3rd  row:  McMahon,  HG;  Buckley,  SJ;  MacWilliams,  CL;  Maser,  HC;  Ketterer,  JG; 
Cleary,  JF;  Davenport,  TPF;  Paul,  VI;  Gaty,  CB;  Anderson,  SIA  (Coach).  2nd  row: 
McNab,  DI  (Coach);  Whittall,  PV;  Lenagh,  JW;  Erdman,  CP;  Crowley,  LNB;  Livermore, 
JR;  Patterson,  AC;  Pynchon,  MH;  Clayton,  SW  (Coach);  Caras,  ML  (Coach).  1st  row: 
Erdman,  KD;  McClure,  KA;  Brubaker,  HE;  Segal,  DC;  Reeder,  TW  (Captain),  Proctor, 

GH;  Strang,  FS;  Kjellberg,  CJ;  Spaulding,  LB;  Smith,  MM. 
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3rd  row:  Anderson,  JA;  Devine  WR.  2nd  row:  Best,  G (Coach);  Lane,  RJ;  Pawlowski,  JT; 
Conklin,  EF;  Crofoot,  AN;  Haigh,  AE.  1st  row:  Riordan,  PE;  Johnson,  MC;  Best,  MF; 
Deery,  EA  (Captain);  Ogden,  M;  French,  HF;  Leschey,  KH;  Bishop,  BH. 


Lack  of  snow  hampered  mortal  nordic  skiers  this 
winter,  but  Captain  Eliza  Deery  and  wonder-woman 
protege  Mary  Ogden  continuously  won  everything. 
Unfortunately,  our  male  egos  suffered  as  a result  when 
the  girl's  dominance  carried  over  to  the  Andover  men's 
team.  Four  year  seniors  Forty  Conklin  and  myself,  after 
losing  to  the  dynamic  duo,  promptly  returned  to  the 
security  of  Dartmouth  fraternities,  where,  amidst  the 
kegs,  we  felt  at  home.  Our  team  did  work  however, 
covering  fifty  miles  a day  in  Rally  Wagons  and  at  least 
twice  that  much  on  snow.  Mr.  Best's  Green  Beret  style 
training  camp  got  us  into  man  size  shape,  and  at  the 
season's  start  we  all  had  high  hopes  of  qualifying  for 
the  Junior  Nationals  or  at  least  gamering  a half-pint  of 
Coach  Best's  Delicious  maple  syrup.  However,  our  luck 
quickly  changed.  With  the  loss  of  Olympic-bound  Bob 
Best  three  weeks  before  the  Interschols,  and  the  tragedy 
of  substituting  Bob  Hepner's  crunchy  granola  for 
McDonald's  fries,  we  floundered.  Naturally  the  girls 
won  the  interschols,  or  almost  won,  and  the  boys 

didn't. 

Even  a heroic  effort  by  captain-elect  Crisco  Cross  did 
not  help;  he'll  have  to  wait  a few  hundred  roller-skiing 
Kilometers  until  next  winter.  Margaret  Best, 
Martha  Johnson,  and  Anders  Crofoot  skied  consistently 
all  season  and  more  importantly  let  Forty  and  I have  the 
Rally  Wagon  front  seat.  Harry  "Crazy  man"  Bartlett 
skied  well  when  he  skied.  Eliza  qualified  for  and 
excelled  in  the  Junior  Nationals  and  will  be  followed  by 
junior  phenoms  Hilary  French  and  Mary  Ogden.  Thank 
you,  Mr.  Best,  for  my  most  enjoyable  season  in  four 

years.  — Jim  Pawlowski 
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SQUASH 

Squash  is  not  a four-letter  word.  In  fact, 
the  connotations  of  this  year's  team  should 
not  conjure  up  such  fallacies  as  “major 
defeat"  or  “a  very  poor  team".  Instead, 
squash  this  year  symbolized  true 
determination  and  desire,  not  necessarily 
successful,  to  emerge  victorious,  while  Bill 
Way  and  John  Leede  exemplified  the  real 
aspirations  of  the  team  (winning).  Captains 
Rick  Bradt  and  Fred  Wasson  alternated  at 
the  depressingly  difficult  number  one  spot. 
But  the  team  suffered  through  the 
numerous  losses,  bathed  in  the  exultations 
of  the  rare  victory,  and  concluded  the 
season  on  a pseudo-high  note;  nearly 
defeating  the  awesome  Exeter  squad.  And 
next  year,  Andover  looks  to  little  Billy 
Ullman  for  leadership. 


2nd  row:  Warren,  AZ  (Coach);  Helm,  JP;  Lau,  LG; 
Walker,  JN;  Jones,  AL.  1st  row:  Hulbert,  MW;  Rosenberg, 
RL;  Iselin,  JL;  Barr,  CJ;  Yates,  AC. 


2nd  row:  Hoitsma,  L (Coach);  Ullman,  WA;  Blasberg,  A; 
North,  JL;  Magnin,  SC  (Manager).  1st  row:  Way,  WF; 
Leede,  JG;  Wasson,  AW;  Bradt,  RN;  Morrissey,  RT. 
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SWIMMING 


North  Suburban 
PA 

Harvard 

PA 

Andover  Y 
PA 

Hotchkiss 

PA 

Loomis  Chaffee 
PA 

Northfield 

PA 

Moses  Brown 
PA 

Williston-N. 

PA 

Exeter 

PA 

Interschols 


3rd  row:  Rowe,  LE;  Meyer,  AL;  Gracey,  M 
Hanawalt,  MJ;  Pelc,  EA;  Doykos  PM;  Pease, 
RE  (Co-Manager).  2nd  row:  Smith,  AH  Katz, 
CF;  Sloan,  MH;  Tolmach,  EJ ; Elias,  SC,  Bates, 


LM;  Saidi,  RF  (Co-manager);  Souvame,  D 
(Coach).  1st  row:  Elias,  ML;  Perkowski,  D], 
Moore,  SR  (Co-Captain);  Timken,  KC 
(Co-Captain);  Kent,  LJ;  Beckwith,  AC. 
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Boston  College 
PA 

Wellesley 

PA 

Harvard 

PA 

Northfield 

PA 

Hotchkiss 

PA 

Loomis  Chaffee 
PA 

Deerfield 

PA 

Dartmouth 

PA 

NAPS 

PA 

Williston 

PA 

Exeter 

PA 

Lawrenceville  Easterns 
400  Free-Style  Relay 

Interschols 


101 

77 

50 

118 

106 

65 

61 

110 

62 

110 

79 

92 

114 

55 

101 

70 

70 

101 

67 

89 

99 

73 

10 

th 

3rd 


3rd  row:  Welsey,  DH  (Manager);  Hough,  HS; 
Malcolm,  SR;  Krohn,  PK;  Hugon,  JL;  Hesser,  C 
(Manager).  2nd  row:  McClement,  J (Coach); 
Pedraza,  JE;  Costello,  EF;  Andrews,  JS;  Croll, 
BM;  Powers,  AL;  Kliber,  BW;  Rimmler,  DC; 


Willand,  C (Coach).  1st  row:  Timken,  HH; 
Arteta,  ]R;  Shumway,  SM;  Morimoto,  DD 
(Captain);  Harris,  AH;  Holmes,  BJ;  Hascall, 
NE;  Randall,  ST. 
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BOY'S  HOCKEY 


Babson 

4 

Bowdoin 

8 

PA 

8 

PA 

9 

Belmont  Hill 

4 

Exeter 
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PA 

2 
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4 

Lawrence  Academy 

0 
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PA 

12 

PA 

1 

Dartmouth 

10 

Harvard 

8 

PA 
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PA 

1 

Deerfield 

1 

New  Hampton 

9 

PA 

3 

PA 

1 

South  Boston 

3 

Yale 

5 

PA 

11 

PA 

4 

Brookline  HS 

2 

Merrimack 

6 

PA 

6 

PA 

4 

MBCC 

3 

Kimball  Union 
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PA 

8 

PA 

1 

Milton 

1 

Exeter 

1 

PA 

4 

PA 

8 

Boston  College 

4 

Alumni 
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PA 

7 
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9 
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3rd  row:  Wood,  RB;  Hunscher,  WH;  Belman,  MB; 
Osgood,  AF;  Klimchuck,  GJ;  Moreland,  ST.  2nd  row: 
Harrison,  FH  (Coach),  Collins,  SM;  Jordahl,  EA; 
Bellissimo,  MJ;  Fowkes,  JA;  Doner,  LA;  MacDonald, 


SP;  Garden,  EP;  Day  HM;  Gurry,  CJ  (Coach).  1st  row 
Evans,  AS  (M);  Richardson,  CA;  Sheehy,  NK;  Janis, 
DS  (Captain);  Hilliard,  AC;  Bliss,  DT. 
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WRESTLING 


Worcester 

15 

Masconomet 

28 

PA 

39 

PA 

27 

Govenor  Dummer 

32 

Concord  Carlisle 
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PA 

23 

PA 

24 

USNAP 

42 

Lowell 
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19 

PA 

12 

Melrose 

30 

Tabor 
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23 
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21 

Milton 

36 

Deerfield 
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PA 

24 

PA 

W 

Saint  Paul's 

18 
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PA 

34 
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17 

Tewksbury 

26 

PA 

34 

PA 

23 
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3rd  row:  Kip,  N (Coach);  Soroken,  AM;  Furse,  JL;  Murphy,  SP;  Robbins,  GK;  Ryan,  DB;  Hinkson, 
RS;  Thielens,  J (M).  2nd  row:  Grader,  MCM;  Vaughn,  DE;  Talcott,  JH;  Peter,  ME;  Dempsey,  FB; 
Hoffman,  CF;  MacFarlane,  DL.  1st  row:  Phelps,  GC;  Sheppard,  JP;  Smith,  SB;  McCorvie,  JN  (CC); 
Mobley,  N (CC);  Sylvester,  TY;  Kim,  BP;  Donovan,  JA. 
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GYMNASTICS 


The  boys  team  was  a bunch  of 
disorganized,  disorderly  ragamuffins  — 
nearly  all  inexperienced  in  the  ways  of 
the  gymnasium.  The  girls  team  was  a clan 
of  elegant  felines:  professional  with 
regard  to  their  sport,  examplary  with 
regard  to  their  physique.  It  was  an  odd 
combination.  Yet,  tumbling  and 
stumbling,  each  team  emerged  the  better 
from  exposure  to  the  assets  and 
shortcomings  ot  the  other's  personality. 


2nd  row:  Littlejohn,  LM;  Johnson,  LB;  Doolittle,  S (Coach);  Bull,  LC; 
Glumicich,  TJ.  2nd  row:  Lyons,  KM.  1st  row:  Saltonstall,  A;  Santos,  VI 
(Captain);  Solowey,  EC. 
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3rd  row:  Crespe,  JA;  Hubbard,  NA;  McLaughlin,  D;  Basch,  TM;  Laprise,  A 
(Coach).  2nd  row:  Alrutz,  ME;  Considine,  MD;  Gasperoni,  R;  Norris,  AC; 
Herskovits,  S;  Wilbourne,  DD.  1st  row:  Considine,  FA;  Mulvaney,  MJ;  May, 
PA;  Fletcher,  RE;  Flaherty,  RG;  Nebel,  DP;  Mehlman,  RP. 
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Lawrence  Academy 

20 

PA 

45 

Pingree 

17 

PA 

34 

Proctor 

36 

PA 

35 

Governor  Dummer 

24 

PA 

52 

Exeter 

17 

PA 

44 

Tyngsboro 

36 

PA 

58 

St.  Paul's 

32 

PA 

52 

BB&N 

47 

PA 

27 

Northfield 

38 

PA 

39 

Exeter 

41 

PA 

37 

Walnut  Hill 

13 

PA 

97 

New  England  Schols 
2nd 
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2nd  row:  Kennedy,  KG;  Stewart,  DD;  Dulin,  AS;  Hunter,  M (Coach);  Bemis,  SB; 
Trafton,  FP;  Williams,  DM  (M).  1st  row:  Wagner,  BM;  Klink,  E;  Read,  VC  (Captain); 
Davies,  CVV;  Cavett,  AC;  Ritchie,  SJ  (Coach). 
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Haverhill  High 

55 

PA 

40 

Norwich 

35 

PA 

60 

NAPS 

24 

New  Brittain 

30 

PA 

60 

Holy  Cross 

39 

PA 

55 

MIT 

39 

PA 

56 

Harvard 

57 

PA 

38 

Exeter 

62 

PA 

33 

4th  row:  Graham,  D (Coach);  Rynne,  SM;  Dolben,  DH;  Currid,  JH;  Fusco,  RR;  Francis,  JA;  Golitz, 
PT;  Ventre,  JF;  Taylor,  KC;  Richards,  J (Coach).  3rd  row:  Bemieri,  L (Coach);  Tien,  DCY; 
Quainton,  EP;  Wemple,  SB;  Yanagihara,  T;  Donahue,  DP;  Wilson,  GRP;  Huck,  DN;  Hill,  JS; 
Perkowski,  ME;  Dabney,  JB;  Parker,  GF;  Gear,  JL;  Sirois,  PK;  Fanning,  DJ;  Marvin,  KA;  Bodman, 
TS;  Farsakh,  SY;  O'Neil,  FE;  Peffer,  R (Coach);  Jackson,  RR;  Apgar,  C (Coach);  Hawkins,  J (M). 
2nd  row:  Porter,  NT;  Tomlinson,  AC;  Geita,  KA;  Proverbs,  JO;  Sheffield,  EW  (CC);  Thompson, 
EM  (CC);  Shriver,  FC;  Kubert,  BC;  Harvey,  TH.  1st  row:  Burgess,  JK;  Wright,  EP;  Chong,  H; 
Knight,  PH;  Figus,  FE;  DeBruyn,  PS;  Sutherland,  JH;  Edmonds,  JR;  Gillen,  FJ;  McCubbin,  DR; 
Abele,  MJ. 
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!nd  row:  Wood,  V;  Chivers,  J (Coach);  Kimberly,  N;  Chivers,  A;  Ferguson,  F;  Tanner,  S;  Geary,  N; 
ifost,  A;  Zaeder,  A (C);  Lewis,  CS;  Hurley,  DP;  Collins,  KM;  Withum,  M;  Moody,  J.  1st  row:  Kiley,  S; 
\bbott,  V;  Poison,  L;  Hughes,  L;  Jenkins,  S;  Pirtle,  M;  Best,  C;  Thornes,  K;  Sherwood. 


Concord 

PA 

Groton 

PA 

Nobles 

PA 

Exeter 

PA 

Nobles 

PA 

Bowdoin 

PA 

Groton 

PA 

Concord 

PA 

Exeter 

PA 


1 

4 

2 

4 

1 

1 

1 

2 

2 

1 

0 

2 

1 

6 

2 

1 

2 

1 
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3rd  row:  Boswell,  VJ  (M);  Harris,  LG;  Arnold,  CC;  MacDonald,  PC;  Allik,  VVM;  2nd  row: 
Beattie,  J (Coach;  Mosely,  RD;  Cline,  KN;  Doar,  RL;  Daskal,  DC;  Kalkstein,  P (Coach).  1st 
row:  Morris,  CR;  Aylward,  BA;  Moten,  WG  (Captain);  Callahan,  CS;  Garabedian,  SW. 
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THE  SUN 


There  are  times  when  you're  tops 
Teetering,  maybe,  on  precarious 
Pinnacles  of  self  adulation. 

Oblivious  to  peripheral  cares 
Wondering,  sometimes,  when  it  will  end 
But  lost  in  it  while  it  lasts. 
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ONE  FLEW  OVER 
THE  CUCKOO'S 

NEST 


“Seven-thirty  back  to  the  day  room.  The 
Big  Nurse  looks  out  through  her  special 
glass,  always  polished  till  you  can't  tell  it's 
there,  and  nods  at  what  she  sees,  reaches 
up  and  tears  a sheet  off  her  calendar  one 
day  closer  to  the  goal.  She  pushes  a button 
for  things  to  start.  I hear  the  wharrup  of  a 
big  sheet  of  tin  being  shook  someplace. 
Everybody  come  to  order.  Acutes:  sit  on 
your  side  of  the  day  room  and  wait  for  the 
cards  and  the  monopoly  games  to  be 
brought  out.  Chronics:  sit  on  your  side  and 
wait  for  puzzles  from  the  Red  Cross  box. 
Ellis:  go  to  your  place  at  the  wall,  hands  up 
to  receive  the  nails  and  pee  running  down 
your  leg.  Pete:  wag  your  head  like  a 
puppet.  Scanlon:  work  your  knobby  hands 
on  the  table  in  front  of  you,  constructing  a 
make  believe  world.  Harding:  begin 
talking,  waving  your  dove  hands  in  the  air, 
then  trap  them  under  your  armpits  because 
grown  men  aren't  supposed  to  wave  their 
pretty  hands  that  way.  Sefelt:  begin 
moaning  about  your  teeth  hurting  and 
your  hair  falling  out.  Everybody:  breathe 
in  . . . and  out  ...  in  perfect  order; 
hearts  all  beating  at  the  rate  the  OD  cards 
have  ordered.  Sound  of  matched 

cylinders." 

— Ken  Kesey 
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DEATH 
BLACK  COMEDY 

May  10,  1979  1:00  am 


To:  The  illustrious  cast  of  DEATH 
From:  Freds 


Most  of  you  are  too  irresponsible  to  care  about  a 
psuedo-funny  play  to  be  put  on  in  less  than  two  weeks.  You 
bum  us  out.  A lot.  Some  of  you  come  punchy  to  rehearsal, 
some  of  you  don't  come  at  all,  and  some  of  you  like  leaving 
early,  in  tact,  too  early  to  finish  off  your  roll.  That  bums  us 
out.  More  than  a lot.  Fet  us  not  question  the  grammatical 
correctness  of  this  note  to  you,  but  let  us  rather  question  it's 
purpose.  Now  nobody  wants  two  insecure  directors  going 
around  whining  and  whimpering  until  somebody  finally 
throws  a blanket  over  their  heads,  so  let's  all  come  to 
DEATH'S  next  rehearsal,  which  is  this  Sunday  at  1:30  pm, 
on  the  steps  of  that  pompous  structure  of  mal-effective 
integrity,  Sam  Phil.  Also,  the  time  is  now  upon  us  to 
consider  the  important  issue  of  where  and  when  to  hold  a 
cast  party.  Such  is  the  question,  and  many  are  the  answers. 

Try  defining  loitering. 

Again,  no  excuses  will  be  accepted  for  missing  any  more 
rehearsals.  We've  decided  to  act  like  the  bastards  that  we 
truly  are.  To  inspire  you  to  greater  heights,  such  as  learning 
your  lines,  we,  from  experience,  would  like  to  mention  that 
it  is  a very  sad  experience  to  stand  up  in  front  of  some 
people,  some  of  whom  might  even  know  you,  and  forget 
what  you're  supposed  to  say.  We'll  be  giving  out  scripts  to 

the  audience. 

Should  you  have  any  questions  and/or  suggestions 
concerning  the  production,  please  write  or  call  us.  Foxcroft 
south  or  Bartlett  south  are  the  dorms  we  live  in.  But  we're 

never  around.  Ever. 

Additionally,  it  should  be  noted  that  there  are  two  new 
members  of  the  cast.  Dave  and  Carlo  will  fill  in  for  Chris 
and  Fred  T.  No,  this  is  not  one  of  those  family-type  alumni 
letters,  so  we're  not  going  to  detail  the  whereabouts  of  the 
rest  of  the  cast,  some  of  whom  we  don't  even  know.  It  really 
has  been  a great  experience  working  so  closely  with  all  of 

you. 

With  less  love  than  ever  before, 
Leebow  and  Beverage 
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THE  REAL  INSPECTOR 
HOUND 
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LE  BOURGEOIS 
GENTILLEHOMME 
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Fantasy  at  the  Senior  Prom. 

A white  rose  corsage  and 
Dinner  at  the  Inn. 

Arriving,  the  castle  opens  and  we  enter. 

Great  rooms  of  splendor. 

Euphoric  children. 

Classic  lawns,  gardens,  and  statues. 

High  above  the  swimming  pool  that  is  grass, 

Our  group  plays,  but  mostly  we  play  our  parts. 

Couples  in  black  and  white  stroll  across  the  rolling  greens 
Reaching  down  to  the  sea. 

In  formal  attire  we  descend  a broken  and  slippery  path. 

Reaching  difficulty,  many  return,  but  those  who  continue 
Reach  soft  sand  and  happy  people  on  the  beach. 

We  exchange  names  and  hometowns,  revelling  in  comraderie 

Again,  strolling  over  dewy  grass  lawns. 

Couples  meander,  coyly  living  a fantasy 
Of  luxury  and  classicism. 

It  is  difficult  to  discern  the  chimneys  and  statues  from 
The  loving  couples. 

In  the  castle,  the  dancing  had  begun. 

Colored  lights  and  dancing  people  filled  my  mind. 

A fire  burned  in  a long  hall.  Everyone  was  so  beautiful. 

Holding  hands  and  kissing, 

Sweet  murmurs  and  a wandering  imagination. 

— Hey,  do  you  want  to  come  up? 

— Sure,  unless  you  want  to  walk. 

— I'll  come  outside  for  awhile.  Have  you  even  seen  a silver  hearse?  — No.  But  I bet 
it  would  be  kinda  strange.  What  would  they  use  it  for? 

— I was  peddling  a rickety  bike  along  a highway,  and  turned  into  the  road  where  it 
was  stopped.  The  man  inside  made  a gesture  of  friendship.  The  hearse  hid  the 
road.  I chanced  a crossing  out  from  under  the  hearse,  and  returned  the  way  I had 
come. 

— A silver  hearse,  eh?  — she  laughs  — 

The  two  walk  in  puddles. 

— Know  what? 

— What? 

— I've  been  thinking.  — Silence  — I think  I've  been  scared  of  you.  Yes,  I think  . . . 
But  what  is  it  about  me  that  makes  you  inhibited,  as  you  say?  That  is  what  you 
said  last  night,  wasn't  it? 

— Yea.  I don't  know  — Silence  — You  speak  so  little  that  what  you  do  say  becomes 
that  much  more  important.  I worry  about  what  you  have  to  say.  It's  on  a different 
level  for  me  than  everything  else. 

— I really  like  you.  — They  walk  — 

— At  home,  we  don't  often  have  very  much  conversation  that  means  anything.  I 
find  it  hard  to  verbalize  my  emotions  with  any  eloquence. 

— We  don't  either.  That  one  relationship  should  provoke  so  much  thought  — Si- 
lence — 

— It's  very  good. 

— It's  . . . interesting.  — she  laughs  lightly  — 

— I don't  like  ice  cream  so  much  anymore.  Frozen  yogurt's  OK.  Though  I do  like  it 
sometimes.  French  Vanilla  anyways. 

— Maybe  in  the  spring.  Let  me  kiss  you  goodnight.  — she  bows  her  head  — 
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DANCE 
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SPORTS 
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TRACK 
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5th  row:  Regan,  T (Coach);  Golitz,  P;  Ventre,  J;  Francis,  J;  Figus,  F;  Fusco  R;  Dolben,  D; 
Bernieri,  L (Coach).  4th  row:  Peffer,  R (Coach);  Robbins,  G;  Krohn,  P;  Donahue,  D,  Flaherty, 
D;  Taylor,  K;  Aylward,  B;  Apgar,  S (Coach).  3rd  row:  Hammond,  E (Coach);  Dabney  J; 
Rynne,  S;  Hill,  J;  Tien,  D;  Thompson,  D;  Graham,  D (Coach).  2nd  row:  Geitz,  K;  Sheehy,  N, 
Proverbs,  J;  Sutherland,  J;  Fanning,  D.  1st  row:  Sheffield,  E;  Debruyn,  P;  Bodman,  T (CC); 
Edmonds,  ] (CC),  Gear,  J;  Burgess,  J;  Richards,  J (Head  Coach). 
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4th  row:  Simmons,  K (M);  Hunter,  M (C);  McCann,  R (Head  Coach);  Moten,  G (C).  3rd  row: 
Harrington,  E;  Beane,  L;  Donaldson,  S;  Hanawalt,  M;  Leschey,  K;  Glumicich,  T;  Doykos,  P. 
2nd  row:  Sherrill,  S;  Wagner,  B;  Moore,  E;  Bemis,  S;  Best,  C;  Doykos,  C;  Jones,  T.  1st  row: 
Schweitzer,  M;  Saltonstall,  A;  Meyer,  A;  Best,  M (CC);  Morton,  A;  Albert,  K;  Soloway,  E. 
Missing  from  photo  — Kosobucki,  L (CC). 
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2nd  row:  Weiss,  S (Coach);  Hogin,  L;  Chivers,  A;  Richards,  H;  Drayton,  C;  Kent,  L;  Clayton,  S 
(Coach);  Ritchie,  S (Head  Coach).  1st  row:  Hobausz,  M;  Haigh,  A;  Jewett,  L;  Abbott,  V; 

Jenkins,  S;  Deery,  E (Captain);  Milkman,  J;  Aiello,  R;  Hirschom,  E. 
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Lawrence  Academy  6 

PA  8 

Northfield  7 

PA  8 

St.  Paul's  3 

PA  5 

Lexington-Christion  1 

PA  13 

Governor  Dummer  12 

PA  4 

BB&N  3 

PA  4 

Pingree  14 

PA  5 

Thayer  Academy  1 

PA  10 

Groton  10 

PA  7 

Exeter  8 

PA  4 
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Proctor  Academy  3 

PA  5 

Brown  6 

PA  5 

Nobles  7 

PA  4 

Tabor 

PA  4 

Holdemess  12 

PA  10 

Deerfield  4 

PA  6 

Harvard  12 

PA  5 

Pinkerton 

PA  6 

Dartmouth  13 

PA  6 

Longmeadow  14 

PA  3 

Govenor  Dummer  2 
PA  3 

Northfield  5 

PA  11 

Exeter  3 

PA  7 
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3rd  row:  Kalkstein,  P (Coach);  Gildehaus,  T;  Talcott, 
J;  Goggin,  D;  Rokous,  C;  Mobley,  R;  Belman,  M; 
Gracey,  M (M);  Caras,  M (Coach).  2nd  row:  Bailey,  J; 
Mazzocco,  D;  O'Neil,  F;  Somers,  N;  Anderson,  R; 


Klimchuk,  G;  Thomas,  A;  Morton,  A;  Romer,  T; 
Moore,  S (M).  1st  row:  Frank,  S;  Fletcher,  R;  Flynn, 
T;  Schwarz,  T (CC);  Day,  M (CC);  Edmonds,  T; 
Chernow,  S;  Starratt,  M;  Kass,  R. 
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SOFTBALL 


lj,  in. 

Concord 

PA 

Lawrence 

PA 

Harvard 

PA 

Cushing 

PA 

Keith  Hall 
PA 

Nobles 

PA 

Andover  H. 
PA 

Mary  Acad. 
PA 


3rd  row:  Nichol,  A;  Samuels,  S;  Lewis,  C.  2nd 
row:  Stewart,  D;  Powers,  C;  Hoi,  W;  Carlson,  S; 
Patterson,  F;  Williamson,  M;  McLaughry,  L.  1st 


row:  Kiley,  S;  Dulin,  A;  Thornes,  K;  Zaeder,  A 
(C);  Harrison,  M (Coach);  Davies,  C;  Sherwood, 
A. 


14 

10 

2 

9 

10 
4 
2 

37 

19 

20 
20 

4 

4 

14 

19 

6 
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Kent 

W 

PA 

L 

Tabor 

W 

PA 

L 

Harvard 

W 

PA 

L 

St.  Paul's 

W 

PA 

L 

Middletown 

L 

PA 

W 

Northfield 

L 

PA 

W 

St.  John's 

L 

PA 

W 

Exeter 

W 

PA 

L 

3rd  row:  Miles,  W;  Gray,  B;  Silbaugh,  H;  Deyo,  J.  2nd  row:  Sewell,  B;  Gray,  T (C); 

Brown,  W (Coach);  Crofoot,  A;  Conklin,  F.  1st  row:  Ackroyd,  F. 
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Radcliffe 

W 

PA 

L 

St.  Paul's 

L 

PA 

W 

Middletown 

L 

Exeter 

L 

PA 

W 

Northfield 

L 

PA 

W 

Exeter 

L 

PA 

W 

3rd  row:  Elias,  S;  Herman,  K;  Cavett,  A;  Van  Dusen,  G;  Thorpe,  A.  2nd  row:  Lyons, 
K;  Doggett,  C;  Beattie,  M (Coach);  Cox,  S (C);  Rokous,  E.  1st  row:  Woods,  K. 
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BASEBALL 


Kimball  Union  11 

PA  9 

Boston  English  1 

PA  3 

New  Hampton  11 

PA  6 

Harvard  7 

PA  3 

Worcester  5 

PA  4 

Nashua  High  8 

PA  9 

Northfield  9 

PA  2 

Dartmouth  14 

PA  0 

Harvard  12 

PA  1 

Deerfield  12 

PA  2 

Exeter  9 

PA  0 

Exeter  8 

PA  2 
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2nd  row:  Laganas,  A (M);  Collins,  K (M);  Smith,  B 
(Coach);  Daley,  E (M);  Sykes,  E (Coach);  Pelletier,  J; 
Larned,  S;  Solomon,  M;  Garden,  E;  Gravallese,  P; 
Roberge,  M;  Currid,  J;  Sturges,  H (Head  Coach).  1st 


row:  MacDonald,  P;  MacDonald,  S;  Mulvaney,  M; 
Hartzell,  D;  Reeder,  T;  Garabedian,  S;  Janis,  D (C); 
Crane,  D;  O'Hara,  C;  Morriss,  C;  Pelletier,  F. 
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Winchester  High  7 
PA  1 

Tufts  1 

PA  8 

Bowdoin  1 

PA  8 

Harvard  6 

PA  3 

Deerfield  3 

PA  7 

St.  Paul's  2 

PA  8 

Harvard 

PA  2 

Dartmouth  6 

PA  4 

Northfield  3 

PA  6 

Nobles  0 

PA  7 

Exeter  3 

PA  6 

Interschols  2nd 
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2nd  row:  Bakalar,  A (M);  Leede,  J;  Way,  W (C);  Proctor,  G;  Spaulding,  B;  Lopes,  M (Coach).  1st  row: 

Bamford,  M;  Palandjian,  P;  Ullman,  W;  Niceforo,  J. 
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Aghoian,  S;  Lau,  L;  Somers,  M;  Yates,  A;  Scheer,  S;  Walker,  J;  Hulbert,  M;  Rosenberg,  R (C);  Kozel,  P (Coach). 
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■S  students  make 
>mic  strides 


-|  SCHOOLS^ 


toston-New  England 

ntensive  learning  institute  for  a selec 


New  textbook  . . 

students  develot  ‘ 20m 
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Education 

Shedding  That  Preppy  Image 


Andover  Reconciles  Tradition  With  Today 
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COLLEGE 


It  has  come  to  my  attention  that  you  have  not 
yet  responded  to  the  several  cards  and  notices 
our  office  has  sent  you  requesting  that  you  let 
us  know  of  your  final  college  plans. 

If  you  do  not  do  this,  we  will  not  be  able  to 
transmit  your  final  transcript  to  college.  If  this 
does  not  happen,  you  may  lose  your  place. 

Please  have  the  common  decency  to  stop  by  the  office 
and  let  Mrs.  George  or  Mrs.  Knipe  know  what  your 
plans  are. 


I thank  you  very  much  for  having  the  common  decency 
to  notify  me  of  your  confusion  about  my  file.  I live  in 
the  Pine  Knoll  Cluster,  not  in  the  West  Quad  North  Cluster, 
as  does  Mr.  Sturges. 

I was  not  accepted  to  Deep  Springs  College,  my  first 
choice.  I was  accepted  at  both  the  University  of  California 
at  Santa  Cruz,  and  the  University  of  Chicago.  I do  not  want 
to  attend  either  of  these  schools,  and  I have  already  notified 
both  schools  of  my  decision. 

If  in  the  future  I do  decide  to  apply  to  and  atfiend 
college,  I will  do  so  with  the  thought  and  consideration  that 
such  a decision  demands.  I hope  that  I will  have  tbe  same 
kind  cooperation  that  your  office  has  always  shown  me. 
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. . . now  that  I have  put  my 
ego  out  on  the  line,  I might 
add  that  I am  very  ready  to  go 
to  Claremont  and  leave 
Greenich.  I also  feel  that  I am 
getting  a very  fine  education 
at  a great  school,  but  I will 
miss  the  superlative  game 
which  states  that  I am  the 
best  or  most  or  some  other 
superlative. 

I wanted  to  think  that  my  past 
four  years  had  been 
worthwhile,  and  that  I was 
better  than  most  others  — a 
perfectly  natural  proclivity. 
The  tendency  always  seemed 
to  be  upwards  looking.  Well, 
now  I have  stepped  off  Mr. 
Crawford's  proverbial  roller 
coaster  only  to  board  another, 
somewhat  further  on  the 
passage  to  another  place. 
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All  these  bottles,  empty  or  with  a cigarette  log 
draining  brown  into  half  spittled  dregs, 

lie  dead  on  two  by  two  formica  tables  reflecting 
The  lights  — Rasberry  Red,  Lemon  Yellow,  Orange  Orange. 

This  putrid  taste  of  cigar  smoke,  chocolate  and  beer 
Worsen  my  already  rule  breaking  inclination  to  boot. 

If  I could  get  up,  I would  tell  Martin  Stedule 

to  take  off  his  retarded  docksiders  and  khaki  pants. 

He  really,  honestlulty  perturps  me  with  his  fraterniednesity. 

Also  Sandra  Pearseon.  Chalbis  and  Merit  in  postrured  hands, 
she  gabbles  cocktail  humour  with  her  canceited  buddies. 

I'd  see  her  egestertialism  fall  to  drunken  stupour  somedee. 

Yet  it  is  time  to  leave  this  ark  of  foosbalerrs. 

We  the  members  of  the  senyer  Claass,  too  sloshedy 
to  remebra  our  leadernship  a bilitiesr,  refuuuz  to  left. 

Casreate  King!  Catreate  King!  Go  kiss  yur  dogs  rear! 

Resist  those  legal  adultpushers  and  sober  Cluspuster  Deams! 

No  un  alceceheilc  Juniors!  Burnt  your  Qualtzelbaum  notes. 

Goodnight?  Leaf  th  is  superincredibl  Senyer  Pubb? 

Damn  the  rulzes!  WE'll  sit  inths  place.  Yesws  are  and  will, 

Sit  ony  ourr  featen  nibtule!  Your  duncre,  that's  what! 

Not  you  a skipping  og  graduation,  scumming  scasist  theoplot  Pusziads! 
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SENIOR  TEA 


Senior  tea  is  the  equivalent  of  tea,  coffee,  and 
cookies  every  Monday,  Tuesday,  and 
Thursday  mornings.  It's  only  for  seniors  and 
it's  in  the  center  of  campus  so  it's  like  a big 
social  get  together  thing,  before  class  or  while 
you  have  a free  period.  So  will  it  be  tea  at 
11:00,  Jon?  Anyway,  the  whole  point  to  all  this 
malarky  is  doesn't  it  suck  that  I have  to  explain 
things  like  senior  tea  or  whatever  it  is  that 
happens  out  here  to  you  but  whenever  you 
write  me  I always  have  a good  idea  of  what 

you're  talking  about. 
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ABBOT  BAZAAR 
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Commencement 
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Dan  Janis 

Yale  Bowl 

Karilyn  Katz 

Faculty  Prize 

Rountree  Collett 

Aurelian  Honor  Society  Award 

Carroll  Bogert 

Madame  Sarah  Abbott  Award 

David  Crane 

Hancock  Award 

Ruth  Harlow 

Ayers  Prize 

Eliza  Deery 

Fuller  Medal 

Alison  Zaeder 

Improvement  Award 

John  Andrews 

Kingsbury  Prize 

Terry  Robinson 

Schweppe  Prize 

Helene  Holbrook 

Stevens  Prize 

Fred  Wasson 

Warren  Prize 
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John  Bailey 


Miriam  Adams 


Karen  Albert 

Success  is  to  be 
measured  not  so  much 
by  the  position  that  one 
has  reached  in  life  as  by 
the  obstacles  which  he 
has  overcome  while 
trying  to  succeed. 

— Booker  T. 

Washington 
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Victoria  Abbott 


Amy  Morton 


John  Andrews 

Don't  open  your  parachute 

above  40,000  feet 

you'll  blow  your  panels 
right  out. 

— The  George-God 


Bruce  Aylward 
Who'll  stop  the  rain? 
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Harriet  Bishop 

Our  Dreams  are  our 
temptations 
— A.  Theroux 


Mark  Bedell 
Cathy  Barr 


Dave  Barnett 


Karen  Bowlby 


Carroll  Bogert 


Taylor  Bodman 
Veleta  Boswell 


Steve  Bowman 


When  you're  in  it  up  to 
your  ears,  shut  your 
mouth. 
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Howard  Blumenthal 


»*<*• 

mm 

WWWT> 

«4  \ 


■PC, 

jrli 

^ ,j|y 

'fur  m *■  y** 

§ 

Certainly  the  game  is  rigged. 
Don't  let  that  stop  you; 
if  you  don't  bet,  you  can't  win. 
— Lazarus  Long 


Whitney  Blake 


Miriam  Bonner 


Steve  Boal  Crying  for  the  world. 
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Susannah  Bryan 


Sidney  Brown 

Well,  in  some  ways  I am  like  a child  you  never 
seemed  to  know  it 

And  if  a kind  word  ever  crossed  your  mind 
You  never  tried  to  show  it. 

Howard  Burton 


Laura  Boylan 
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Kevin  Callagy 


Anne  Cavett 


Ruth  Calhoun 

It  is  always  nice  to  be 
nice  to  someone  else. 
— David  P.  Barash 
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Colin  Callahai 


Peter  Caro 


Lisa  Campbell 


When  you've  loved  someone  dearly 
it's  so  hard  not  to  regret 
Memories  that  have  faded 
suddenly  you  cannot  forget  . . . 

— Traffic 


Betsy  Campbell 
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When  you  start  throwing  things,  it's  time  to 

leave. 
— Dr.  R.  Minne 


Jim  Cohen 

Je  ne  suis  fait  comme  uacun  de  ceux  que  j'ai  vus;  j'ose  croire 
n'etre  fait  comme  aucun  de  ceux  qui  existent.  Si  je  ne  vaux  pas 

mieux,  au  moins  je  suis  autre. 

— J.J.  Rousseau 
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Guy  Chirico 

Farewell  happy  Fields 

Where  Joy  For  ever  dwells;  Hail  horrs,  hail  Infernal 
world,  and  show  profoundest  Hell  Receive  thy  new 
Possesor;  One  wno  brings  A mind  not  to  be 
changed  by  Place  or  Time.  The  mind  is  it's  own 
place,  and  in  itself  Here  at  least 
We  shall  be  Free;  th'Almighty  hath  not  built  Here 
for  his  envy,  will  not  drive  us  hence:  Here  we  may 
reign  secure,  and  in  my  choice  To  reign  in  Hell, 
than  serve  in  Heav'n.  — Satan 
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Jill  Chen 


Steve  Chernow 

If  we  couldn't  laugh 
we'd  all  go  insane 
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Mark  Considine 


Ellen  Coon 


William  Cooper 

I'm  gonna  go  to  the 
city  and  be 
somebody 


Forty  Conklin 
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David 

Contarino 
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It's  the  truth.  Even  if  it  didn't 
happen. 

— Ken  Kesey 


Life  is  but  a longer  and  greater 
childhood. 

Chris  Coughlan  — Ben  Franklin 


David  Crane 
Sara  Cox 


Yet  all  experience  is  an  arch  wherethrough 
Gleams  that  untravelled  world,  whose  margin  fades 
For  ever  and  ever  when  I move. 

— Tennyson 
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Ann  Crespi 


Michael  Crowell 


Doug  Creedon 

An  ant  one  day  strolled. 
And,  as  he  did  Journey, 
To  his  lane  merged  another; 
And  on  it  came  another  ant, 
Together  they  travelled  until  the  path  split, 
Down  the  separate  roads  the  ants  went. 
Yet  soon  to  each  ants'  path  merged  another  . . . 
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Brian  Croll 

Ash  nazg  durbatuluk, 
ash  nazg  gimbaful 
ash  nazg  thrakatuluk  agh 

ash  burzum  — ishi  Krimpatul! 

John  Dabney 

Four  in  the  morning 
crapped  out 
yawning 

longing  my  life  away 
I'll  never  worry 
why  should  I? 
it's  all  gonna  fade 
— Paul  Simon 

Anders  Crofoot 
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Eliza  Deery 

An  Invitation  The  Pasture 
I'm  going  out  to  clean 
the  pasture  spring; 
I'll  only  stop  to  rake  the 
leaves  away 
(and  wait  to  watch  the 
water  clear,  I may): 
I shan't  be  gone  long  — 
You  come  too. 

Beth  Dirusso  — Robert  Frost 


Mason  Day  Carol  Davies 

There  may  be  more  beautiful  times 
— but  this  one  is  ours. 

— Sartre 
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Charlie  Dean 


He  is  skillful  in  attack  whose  opponent  does  not  Know 
what  to  defend;  and  he  is  skillful  in  defense  whose 
opponent  does  not  know  what  to  attack. 

— Sun  Tzu  500  B.C. 


Robert  Doar 

Come  my  friends 
Tis  not  too  late  to  seek  a newer  world. 

— Alfred  Tennyson 
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Tony  Dodge 


Tia  Doggett 


Scott  Drescher 

I don't  like  to  write;  and  1 can't  afford 
the  next  best  thing  to  being  there.  All 
we  really  have  in  common  now  is  a 
graduation  ring  and  a dozen  or  two 
good  times  — under  key  in  our  attics.  I 
will  be  18  for  the  rest  of  your  life  and 
you'll  be  18  in  mine.  We'll  have  to  make 
a joint  effort,  so  that  when  I "wish  you 
were  here,"  you  are. 

— Random  Thoughts 
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Lexi  Donner 


A.C.  Doyle 

I think  we're  all 
Bozo's  on  this  bus. 
— Firesign  Theatre 


John  Donovan 
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Paula  Elias 


Molly  Fields 
Go  Green,  Go  White 
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Tom  Edmonds 
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Frederico  Figus 
Fa  Freddo!  It's  cold  here! 


Dick 

Flaherty 

Doot 

Doodle 

Doot 

Doot 

Doot 

Do 

Do 

Doot 

Doodle 

Doot 

Do 

— Allman 
Brothers 
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John  Flanigan 


Tad  Flynn 

The  Founding  Fathers  made  no  provision 
for  parties  in  the  constitution  of  the  United 
States;  indeed  they  thought  that  parties 
were  evil  and  hoped  that  they  would  never 
appear  on  the  American  . . . scene.  Yet 
before  a decade  had  passed  in  the  history  of 
the  new  nation,  parties  were  an  established 
fact,  and  soon  the  structure  of  government 
had  to  be  modified  to  accomodate  them. 

— Fritz  Allis 

Tim  Finn 
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Josh  Gear 


Phil  Fukuda 


Suzanne  Fraysee 


Steve  Fritzinger 

I've  been  waiting  here  for  so  long  — 
And  all  this  time  that  passed  me  by  — 
It  doesn't  seem  to  matter  now. 

— Genesis 
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Ron  Fusco 
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Success  in  life  is  a 
matter  not  so  much  of 
talent  or  opportunity  as 
of  concentration  and 
perseverance. 

— C.W.  Wendte 


Scott  Garabedian 

Two  roads  diverged  in  a wood,  and  I — 
I took  the  one  less  traveled  by, 

And  that  has  made  all  the  difference. 

— Robert  Frost 
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Andrew  Gilmour 


Danny  Goggin 


Sally  Gear 


I'd  rather  be  lucky  than 
good. 


We  know  what  we  are, 
but  not  what  we  may  be. 

— Shakespeare 
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Simon  Gee 


Diedre  Gilliard 

Be  wary  lad;  the  road  up  which  you  go 
Is  long  and  steeper  than  you  dare  think  . . . 

Let  caution  rule  your  step  that  you  may  see 
The  gaping  pit,  the  wasting  bog,  the  wall 
Of  white  which  you  must  scale.  Go  carefully 
And  hopefully;  but  if  somewhere  you  sink  or  fall. 
Remember  where  you  walked  you  smoothed  the  way 
That  those  who  follow  may  discover  day. 

— Eugene  T.  Maleska 

John  Giuliano 
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Moses  Grader 
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Taylor  Gray 


Paul  Golitz 

The  thirsty  earth  soaks  up  the  rain, 

And  drinks,  and  gapes  for  Drink  again; 
The  plants  suck  in  the  Earth,  and  are 
With  constant  drinking  fresh  and  fair  . . 
Nothing  in  Nature's  sober  found. 

But  an  eternal  Health  goes  round, 

Fill  up  the  Bowl  then,  fill  it  high, 

Fill  all  the  glasses  there;  for  why 
Should  every  Creature  drink  but  I? 

Why,  Men  of  Morals,  tell  me  why? 

— Anacreon,  odes  No.  21 

Taiyi  Greaves 
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Amy  Haigh 


Bill  Hare 


Scott  Harris 
Feed  your  head. 


Peter  Grover 
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Joe  Hardcastle 


Drew  Guff 


Ruth  Harlow 


Thomas 

Harshman 


Dave  Hartzel 

Well  I got  that  green  light  babe, 
I gotta  keep  movin'  on. 

— Lynard  Skynard 
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Charles  Hess 

(What's  so  funny  about)  peace,  love 
and  understanding  . . . Chaz, 
Chuck,  Chuckles,  Charlie 
Windows,  Chow,  Chess  . . . if  you 
can't  light  the  b,  it's  time  to 
quit  . . . 
— Elvis  Bartlett-L.P.  — 

Bob  Hefferman 

Turn  me  loose  — 
I'll  never  be  the  same. 
— Jerry  Jeff  Walker 


Steve  Henry 

We  drown  our  doubts  in  dry  champagne, 

And  soothe  our  souls  with  fine  cocaine. 

I don't  know  why  1 even  care  . . . 

We  get  so  high  and  get  nowhere. 

We'll  have  to  change  our  jaded  ways  . . . 

But  I've  loved  these  days. 

— Billy  Joel  V 

Megan  Havens 


Ed  Hill 

Do't 

— Shakespeare 
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David  Herskovits 


We  have  lingered  in  the  chambers  of  the  sea 
By  sea-girls  wreathed  with  seaweed  red  and  brown 
Till  human  voices  wake  us,  and  we  drown 
— T.S.  Eliot 


Mary  Higgins 
Andrew  Hilliard 
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Melinda  Hobausz 

Hej  elet,  begyongy  elet  enel 
szebb  sem  lehet. 
— Unknown  Hungarian  Songwriter 


Brad  Holmes 
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Fred  Hughson 

I've  been  searching 
(searching  so  long)  for  an 
answer. 


Rachel  Horovitz 

I am  a child 
I last  a while 
You  can't  conceive 
the  pleasure  in 
my  smile 
— Neil  Young 


Carl  Hoffman 

The  love  that  lasts  the  longest 
is  the  love  that  never  returns. 


Helene 

Holbrook 
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To  each  his  Dulcinea. 
Frederick  Kahn  — Dale  Wasserman 
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Lolly  Jewett 
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Josh  Kaufman 

The  Quest  for  Knowledge  and  Love 
Knowledge  comes  to  a lucky  few. 
Love  comes  to  those  who  have  the 
Knowledge  to  recognize  it. 

At  any  rate  we  should  all  have 
fun  looking. 

— Todd  Rundgren 


Byong-Pyo  Kim 
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Lynne  Kosobucki 


Margot  Kimball 


North  America  appears,  at  the  moment,  trapped  in 
a rapidly  accelerating  spiral  toward 
self-annihilation.  Out  of  control,  motivated  by 
avaricious  self-indulgence  and  sustained  by 
repressed  blindness  toward  reality,  human  survival 
probabilities  decrease  everyday. 

— Wilson  Bryan  Key 
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Jack  Koo 

Even  if  you  win  the  rat  race 
you're  still  a rat. 


Nina  Kimball 


Emily  King 

The  mind  is  it's  own  place,  and  in  itself  can 
make  a heav'n  of  Hell,  a Hell  of  Heav'n. 


Edda  Klink 
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Brenda  Lamb 


If  in  the  twilight  of  memory  we  should  meet  once  more, 
we  should  speak  again  together  and  you  shall  sing  to 

me  a deeper  song. 
— Kahil  Gibran 


Rachel  Lampert 
. . . and  God  made  the  world  good. 


Stephanie  Lake 
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Jill  Kwass 


There  you  go  man, 

Keep  as  cool  as  you  can. 

Face  piles  of  trials  with  smiles. 

It  riles  them  to  believe 

That  you  perceive  the  web  they  weave 

Keep  on  thinking  free. 

— The  Moody  Blues  Peter  Lecompte 


Charles  Labiner 
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Peter  Letsou 


Mela  Lew 

Mais  je  me  demande  en  vain  quelques  moments  encore, 

Le  temps  m'echappe  et  fuit; 
Je  dis  a cette  Nuit;  (sois  plus  lente);  et  1'aurore 

Va  dissiper  la  nuit. 
. . . Hatons-nous,  jouissons! 
L'homme  n'a  point  de  port,  le  temps  n'a  point  de  rive; 

II  coule  et  nous  passons! 

— Lamartine 


Fre  Leebron 

Nothing  worth 
knowing  can  be 
understood  by 
the  mind. 
— W.  Allen 
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Helen  Link 


John  Leede 


Lee  Lefevre 


Jessie  Lenaugh 

One  step  into  the  light 
One  step  away  from  night. 

It's  the  hardest  step  you're  gonna  take 

The  ship  to  lead  you  there  is  waiting  at  the  head 

Of  the  stairs  that  lead  up  through 

your  open  mind 

Wake  up  in  the  morning  to  yourself  and  leave 
this  crazy  life  behind  you! 

— Moody  Blues 
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Toni  Lipscomb 


Brian  Loren  Linse 

If  art  is  to  nourish  the  roots  of  our  culture,  society  must  set  the  artist  free  to  follow  his  vision  wherever  it  takes  him 

— John  Fitzgerald  Kennedy 


332 


Nicholas  Lobenthal 


Imagine  an  atmosphere  of  opera  bouffe  in 
which  all  the  comic  business  of  stage 
statesmen,  brigands,  etc.,  etc.,  all  their  farcical 
stealing,  intriguing,  and  stabbing  is  done  in 
dead  earnest.  It  is  screamingly  funny,  the  blood 
flows  all  the  time,  and  the  actors  believe 
themselves  to  be  influencing  the  fate  of  the 
universe.  — Nostromo 


Reid  Livingstone 


Ted  Lord 

. . . boys  and  girls  return  to  your  studies.  Remember,  nothing  in  life  is  free.  — Batman  (from  "Robin  Goes  to  High 
School") 
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Peter  MacDonald 


Tom  MaGee 


Ilene  Markell 

Once  while  cleaning  the  trout  before  I went 
home  in  the  almost  night,  1 had  a vision  of 
going  over  to  the  poor  graveyard  and 
gathering  up  grass  and  fruit  jars  and  tin  cans 
and  markers  and  wilted  flowers  and  bugs  and 
weeds  and  clods  and  going  home  and  putting 
a hook  in  the  vise  and  tying  a fly  with  all  that 
stuff  and  then  going  outside  and  casting  it  up 
into  the  sky,  watching  it  float  over  clouds  and 
then  into  the  evening  star. 

— Richard  Brautigan 

Beth  Lovejoy 
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Michael  Lunder 


Kyra  Maes 

Nor  is  it  a thought  I leave  behind  me,  but  a heart  made  sweet  with 
hunger  and  with  thirst.  Yet  I cannot  tarry  longer.  The  sea  that  calls  all 
things  unto  her  calls  me,  and  I must  embark. 
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Mark  Matthewson 

Lives  of  great  men  all  remind  us 
We  can  make  our  lives  sublime. 
And  departing,  leave  behind  us 
Footprints  on  the  sands  of  time. 
Let  us  then  be  up  and  doing; 

With  a heart  for  any  fate. 
Still  achieving,  still  pursuing, 
Learn  to  labor  and  to  wait. 
— Henry  Wadsworth  Longfellow 


Kimberly  Maywald 

Tanta  vis  admonitionis  est  in  locis.  (So  great  a 
power  of  evoking  recollections  do  places 

have  . . .) 

— Cicero 

James  Marquand 
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Eunice  Martinez 


En  este  mundo  traidor 
No  hay  verdad  ni  mentira 
Todo  depende  del  color 
del  cristal  con  que  se  mira. 


Kay  McCabe 

An'  though  the  rules  of  the  road  have  been  lodged 
It's  only  people's  games  that  you  can  dodge 
And  it's  alright,  Ma,  1 can  make  it. 

— Bob  Dylan 


Sarah  McCabe 
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Elizabeth  Jo  Melaragno 

To  see  a World  in  a Grain  of  Sand 
And  a Heaven  in  a Wild  Flower 
Hold  Infinity  in  the  palm  of  your  hand 
And  Eternity  in  an  hour 
— William  Blake 


Judy  McGann 


Nancy  McCormack 


Donald  McCussin 
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John  McCorvie 


Jenny  Melville  and  Jodi  Sturrett 


Michael  McKinnon 


In  the  first  place,  where  the  hell  is  St.  Lawrence,  and  in  the  second 
place,  how  do  you  get  Bernie  out  of  that?  — Kyle  Skye. 
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Bill  Miles 


cluster  pres.,  bullshit,  he  drinks  champagne! 
roommate,  they  call  him  the  smiles  but? 
crew?  women?  living  is  believing. 
Jim  of  the  bow,  Jim  Pawlowsk 


Kendall 

Meyer 


John 

Miottel 
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Michael  Moore 


Jane  Moncrieff 


Sarah  Moore 

And  now,  with  gleams  of  half  extinquished  thought, 
With  many  recognitions  dim  and  faint, 
And  somewhat  of  a sad  perplexity, 
The  picture  of  the  mind  revives  again: 
While  here  I stand,  not  only  with  the  sense 
Of  present  pleasure,  but  with  pleasing  thoughts 
That  in  this  moment  there  is  life  and  food  for  future  years. 

— William  Wordsworth 


Kevin  Morgan 
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Gardner  Monks 

Whom  have  I to  complain  of  but  myself? 

Who  this  high  gift  of  strength  committed  to  me. 
In  what  part  lodg'd,  how  easily  bereft  me. 
Under  the  Seal  of  silence  could  not  keep, 

But  weakly  to  a woman  must  reveal  it, 

O'ercome  with  importunity  and  tears. 

O impotence  of  mind,  in  body  strong! 

But  what  is  strength  without  a double  share 
Of  wisdom?  Vast,  unwieldy,  burdensome. 
Proudly  secure,  yet  liable  to  fall 
By  weakest  subtleties,  not  made  to  rule. 

But  to  subserve  where  wisdom  bears  command, 
— John  Milton 


Nathan  Mobley  III  (Rob)  Janice  Moody 

Andoveris#l.  . . PA's  people  are  the  Best . . .When 
the  going  gets  tough  — the  tough  get  going  . . . Life  is 
a Cabaret  . . . Think  Big  . . . Stuy  (pronounced 
stuaewy)  says  bye  . . . Catch  you  later  — love  Mobs. 
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Amy  Morton 

Dave 

Morimoto 
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Richard  Morrissey  Swing  at  everything. 


Greg  Moten 

Lay  awake  every  night  till  the  sun  comes  up  in  the  morning 
Nothing  exciting,  it  all  seems  boring 
Make  up  your  mind  which  way  to  go  about  it 
To  your  road,  you  just  don't  doubt  it 

So  come,  take  me  by  the  hand,  we'll  leave  this  troubled  land 
I know  we  can  Getaway. 

— B.  Taylor 


Rick  Moseley 

O unexpected  stroke,  worse  than  death! 

Must  I leave  thee  Paradise?  thus  leave 
Thee  Native  Soil,  these  happy  Walks  and  Shades, 
Fit  haunt  of  Gods?  where  I had  hope  to  spend, 
Quiet  though  sad,  the  respite  of  that  day 
That  must  be  mortal  to  us  both  . . . 

How  shall  I part,  and  wither  wander  down 
Into  a lower  World,  to  this  obscure 
And  wild,  how  shall  we  breath  in  other  Air 
Less  pure,  accustom'd  to  immortal  Fruits? 

— John  Milton 
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Annie  Mudge 


Roberta  Nahill  Mark  Mulvaney 

Yesterday  is  but  a dream 
Tomorrow  is  only  a vision 
But  today  well  lived 
Makes  every  yesterday 
A dream  of  happiness 
And  every  tomorrow 
A vision  of  hope  . . . 


Tony  Munter 


* 
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Dan  North 


I looked  with 
sympathetic  awe  and 
tearfulness  upon  the  man, 
who,  in  mid-winter  just 
landed  from  a four  years' 
dangerous  voyage,  could  so 
unrestingly  push  off  again 
for  still  another 
tempestuous  term. 

— Herman  Melville 


Suzanne  Nichols 
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Ozzie 


If  happiness  is  activity  in  accordance  with 
excellence,  it  is  reasonable  that  it  should  be 
in  accordance  with  the  highest  excellence. 

— an  old  friend 


Ken  Oasis 
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Judith  Ann  Oliver 

At  last  he  rose  and  twitch'd  his 
mantle  blue  to-morrow  to  fresh 
woods  and  pastures  new. 


Chris  O'Hara  Rod  Ocampo 

Por  la  Razon  o la  Fuerza. 
— Chilean  National  Motto 
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Lucinda  Pascale 


George  Parker 


finis  origine  pendet. 
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Becky  Pease  Half  of  one, 

six  dozen  of  the  other 
ya  know? 


Susan  Palermo 


i' 


Jim  Pawlowski 


Chris  Peacock 


George  Pedraza 


Jeff  Pearsall  Progree  is  a terrible  disease. 

One  hardly  notices  its  effects. 


Our  minds  are  not  here  simply  to  copy  a 
reality  that  is  already  complete.  They  are 
here  to  complete  it,  to  add  to  its 
importance  by  their  own  remodelling  of 
it. 

— William  James 
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Jeremy  Pirtle 


Sylvia  Platt 

Running  through  sky  of  blue 
Rowin'  in  the  sun. 
Every  day  has  a way 
of  overflowin  one. 
— John  Prine 
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Sophie  Pirie 

But  it  is  not  just  another  show 
So  leave  them  laughing  when  you  go. 
But  if  you  care,  don't  let  them  know. 

— J.M. 

Brian  Pendleton 

Hot  Tuna  for  president 


Wendy  Perkins 


Geri  Pope 

Dear  Mr.  Drake,  Dr.  Crabtree,  Virginia  Powell,  Mrs. 
Sizer,  and  Bruce  Smith:  if  it  weren't  for  you  guys,  this 
quote  would  not  be  printed.  Thanks. 


Alex  Pierpont 
Linda  Poison 
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Greg  Robbins 

We  must  learn  to  reawaken  and 
keep  ourselves  awake,  not  by 
mechanical  aids,  but  by  an  infinite 
expectation  of  the  dawn,  which 
does  not  forsake  us  in  our  soundest 

sleep. 
— Thoreau 


Mary  Pynchon 


Tim  Regan 


Alexander  Purdy 

La  terre  est  bleu  comme  une 
orange. 
— Paul  Eluard 
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Chris  Power 


Tim  Reeder 

Think  you,  'mil  all  this  mighty  sum 
Of  things  for  ever  speaking. 

That  nothing  of  itself  will  come, 

But  we  must  still  be  seeking? 

— William  Wordsworth 


355 


Beth  Rokous 

Though  young  in  the  dream,  you  know  you  are  old. 
You  are  troubled.  You  know  you  need  nets  on  the 

rims. 

— Richard  Hugo 


Terry  Robinson 

Find  out  what  I like  and  the  way  I like  it. 
Then  let  me  have  it  just  that  way. 

— Fats  Walker 

Parker  Rockefeller 
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Carlos  Rodriguez 


John  Rodgers 

My,  my,  a body  does  get  around.  We  ain't  been 
coming  from  Alabama  but  two  months,  and  It's 
already  Tennessee. 

— William  Faulkner 


Iver  Rose 
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L-J 


Roxan  Saidi 


Liz  Sargent 
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Gus  Schoen-Rene 


Bill  Schultz 

How  to  control 
today's  turbulent, 
impetuous  youths? 
Put  them  in  school 
twelve  hours  a day. 
— Booker  T. 
Washington 


Didi 

Schweitzer 


Doug  Segal 
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Sophia  Sayigh 


Timothy  Schwarz 

And  now  the  end  is  near,  and  so  I face  the  final 
curtain.  My  friends  I'll  say  it  clear,  I'll  state  my 
case  of  which  I'm  certain.  I've  lived  a life  that's 
full,  I've  travelled  each  and  every  highway.  But 
more,  much  more  than  this,  I did  it  my  way! 
— Frank  Sinatra 
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Neil  Sheehy 

Take  it  easy: 
but  if  it  is  easy, 
Take  it  twice. 

Bret  Sewell 


James  Sherman 
Virginia  Selden 
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Kaaren  Shalom 

Toto,  I have  a feeling 
we're  not  in  Kansas 
anymore. 

— Dorothy 


Eric  Sheffield 


Rona  Shapiro 
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Geir  Slapo 


Dwight  Sholes 


Hugh  Silbaugh 

We  Discovered  It. 
— Lief  Erikson,  1003 
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Margaret  Shuwall 


• WONDERLAND 

• ' REVERE  BEACH 
BE  ACHMONT 
SUFFOLK  DOWNS 
ORIENT  HEIGHTS 
ISLAND 


LECHMERE  • 

SCIENCE  PARK 

NORTH  STATION 
HA 

BOW  I 

GOVERF 


HARVARD 
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BOSTON  CLEVELAND  RIVERSIDE 
COLLEGE  CIRCLE 


Ellen  Solowey  Chris  Smith 


Those  who  don't  get  carried  away,  should  be 


n 
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Ari  Soroken 

“The  real  show  of  power  is  in  restraint"  — 

Aristotle 


Howard  Stearn 
John  Spokes 


fpp 


Michael  Starratt 


Olivia  Stacy 

Otra  vez,  quereis  que  suene  grandezas, 
que  na  de  deshacer  el  tiempo? 

— Pedro  Calderon  de  le  Barca 


I 
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Hunt  Stehli 

I've  never  let  my  schooling 
interfere  with  my  education. 

— Mark  Twain 


J 


Kate  Stevens 
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Jim  Tappan 


Tim  Stoneman 

And  all  my  days  are  trances, 
And  all  my  nightly  dreams 
Are  where  thy  dark  eye  glances 
And  where  thy  footstep  gleams  — 
In  what  ethereal  dances, 
By  what  eternal  streams 

Derek  Stowe 

When  your  faculty  members  try  to  fill 
you  up  with  so  many  ludicrous  rules, 
believing  that  if  they  stop,  rowdiness 
and  anarchy  might  saturate  the  student  body, 
I feel  like  shouting,  "Vous  vous  imaginea  cela!" 

— Moliere 
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Sam  Tamkin 


R.B.  Stewart 

Do  what  your  heart  tells  you, 
for  it  is  only  in  the  heart  where 
one  finds  true  happiness. 

Jim  Swenson  They  say  the  west  is  nice  this  time  of  year 


Douglas  Sun 

Thus  sang  the  uncouth  Swain  to  th'  oaks  and  rills 
While  the  still  mom  went  out  on  Sandals  grey 
He  touched  the  tender  stops  of  various  Quills 
With  eager  thought  warbling  his  Doric  lay. 

And  now  the  sun  stretch't  out  all  the  hills 
And  now  was  dropt  into  the  western  bay 
At  last  he  rose,  and  twich't  his  Mantle  blue 
Tomorrow  to  fresh  woods,  and  pastures  new. 

— Lycidas  by  John  Milton 


I 
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Leonor  Tarrason 

Romeo  puede  ser  un 
Grano  de  sal  y 
Julieta  puded  ser 
Umnapa,  iQue  le 
Importa  eso  al  publico? 
— Federico  Garcia  Lorca 


Don  Thomson 

If  I have  seen  further 
than  others  it  is 
because  I have  stood  on 
the  shoulders  of  giants. 

— Newton 

Tom  Thurber 

When  it's  time  for 
leaving,  I hope  you'll 
understand  . . . 

— Allman  Brothers 

John  Thielens 
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Dewey  Thompson 

Baby  it's  an  A.M.  world 
Baby  it's  an  A.M.  world 


Get  yourself  a flag  run  it  up  a pole 
And  keep  that  thing  unfurled 
— Louden  Wainwright  III 


Andy  Thomas 

Merely  passing  through 
Leave  some  behind 
Take  some  along 

Chez  Thompson 
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Steve  Tomlin 

Everything  is  permitted 
— Dostoyevsky 

Heather  Trim 

Kick  the  test; 

If  it  doesn't  pass  the  test  run  out  of  the  parking  lot  screaming 
over  your  shoulder,  "It  doesn't  converge" 

— George  — God 


Glenn  Tomlinson 


Briggs  Tobin 

Nuts  to  the  Cynics.  — T.R.S. 
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Catherine  Tice 
Kris  Timkin 

Everything  here  is  getting  kind  of  crazy 
Everybody's  close  but  everybody's  too  damn  lazy 
Everynight  you  get  tight 
play  your  music,  lose  your  head 

go  up,  go  down,  go  out,  go  over  come  back  around  to 
the  very  same  place 

I can  see  through  stuffing  showing  on  your  face 
Everything  here  is  getting  kind  of  crazy 
— Cowboys 


Liz  Tolmach 

I can't  explain  myself,  I'm  afraid, 
sir,  said  Alice,  because  I'm  not 
myself,  you  see. 

I don't  see,  said  the  Caterpillar. 

— Alice's  Adventures  in  Wonderland 
Lewis  Carroll 
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Hank  Warren 


Fred  Turner 


David  L.  Ulin 

I've  been  first  and  I've  been  last. 
Look  at  how  the  time  goes  past, 
Now  I'm  all  alone  at  last. 
Rolling  home  to  you. 
— Neil  Young 
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Gretchen  Van  Dusen 


Fred  Wasson 

Dexter  Wadsworth  This  joint's 

played 


Jim  Ventre 
John  Vail 

This  little  brown  house  on  a snowy  plain,  seen  from  a hill,  does 
smoke  from  its  chimney.  Approached,  the  iron  lock  of  the 
wooden  door  clankles  open,  and  inside,  the  full  small,  the  rugs 
the  quilts,  the  crackling  fire,  and  young  boys  firmly  attired  with 
round  glasses  smile  and  say  goodbye. 
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Danny  Wheeler 

The  surest  way  to  corrupt  a youth  is  to  instruct 
him  to  hold  higher  in  esteem  those  who  think 
alike  and  those  who  think  differently. 

— Nietzsche 


Billy  Way 


Daemone  Wesley 


Jack  Whiting 

A second  chance  — that's  the  delusion. 

There  never  was  to  be  but  one.  We 
work  in  the  dark  — we  do  what  we  can 
— we  give  what  we  have.  Our  doubt  is 
our  passion  and  our  passion  is  our  task. 

The  rest  is  the  madness  of  art. 

— Henry  James 
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Jeff  Weiss 
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Alison  Whitlock  George  Wilson 

Don't  tell  me  what  I know. 

— R.C. 


Denise  William 

I decided  long  ago  never  to  walk  in  anyone's  shadow.  If  I 
fail,  if  I succeed,  at  least  I've  lived  as  I believe.  No  matter 
what  they  take  from  me,  they  can't  take  away  my  dignity. 
Because  the  greatest  love  of  all  it  happening  to  me.  I've 
found  the  greatest  love  of  all  inside  me.  — George  Benson 
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Mimi  J.  Won 


Adrienne  Yost 


Sometimes  when  I 
am  scared  I like  to 
turn  on  the  light 
— Hugh  Prather 


Can't  help  about  the  shape  I'm  in. 
Can't  sing,  ain't  pretty  and  my  legs 
ain't  thin.  Don't  ask  me  what  I 
think  of  you;  I might  not  give  the 
answer  that  you  want  me  to.  — The 

Rockets 
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Rick  Wolk 


Maybe  I'll  just  sing  awhile 
and  then  give  you  a call 
Maybe  I'll  just  say  hello 
and  say  maybe  that's  all 
Nous  sommes  du  soleil 
Yes 

Allison  Zaeder 

Partito  II  Gatto, 

I topi  Ballano. 

Judy  Wurtzel 


Danes  Zanes 
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Victoria  M.  Abbott 

2 Eagle  Head  Road 
Manchester  MA  01944 
Harvard 

Miriam  E.  Adams 
R.R.  1 Box  234A 
Spruce  Point 
Cousins  Island 
Yarmouth  ME  04096 
Smith 

Karen  L.  Albert 
8 La  Barre  Avenue 
Trenton  NJ  08618 
Northwestern 

John  S.  Andrews 
P.O.  Box  79 
Port  Edwards  WI  54469 
Princeton 

Amy  S.  Appleton 
59  Brewster  Street 
Cambridge  MA  02138 
Wesleyan 

Bruce  A.  Aylward 

3 Rutland  Square 
Boston  MA  02118 
Stanford 

John  F.  Bailey 

8 Maple  Street 
Framingham  MA  01701 
Year  Off  U.  Florida 

David  M.  Barnett 
16  Roydon  Road 
New  Haven  CT  06511 
Michigan 

Cathy  J.  Barr 
97  Phillips  Avenue 
Swampscott  MA 
Dartmouth 

David  J.  Bayard 
Coy  House  143  Main  St. 
Andover  MA  01810 
Brown 

Mark  S.  Bedell 

9 Hemlock  Road 
Andover  MA  01810 
U.  Penn 

Margaret  F.  Best 
Phillips  Academy 
Andover  MA  01810 
Lake  Forest 

Jamie  M.  Bigelow 
2433  N.E.  7th  Place 
Fort  Lauderdale  FL 
33304 
Barnard 


Broughton  H.  Bishop 
01520  S.W.  Mary 
Failing  Drive 
Portland  OR  97219 
Tulane 

Harriet  A.  Bishop 
01520  S.W.  Mary 
Failing  Drive 
Portland  OR  97219 
Middlebury 

Sarah  H.  Blain 
P.O.  Box  247 
Main  Street 
Deerfield  MA  01342 
Year  Off 

Whitney  E.  Blake 
2 Fox  Hollow 
Mainstone  Farm 
Wayland  MA  01778 
Northwestern 

Howard  L.  Blumenthal 
10  Smugglers  Cove 
Lloyd  Harbor  NY  11743 
U.  Penn 

A.  Stevens  Boal 
26  Kilmer  Road 
Larchmont  NY  10538 
Hampshire 

Taylor  S.  Bodman 
1336  30th  Street  N.W. 
Washington  DC  20007 
Princeton 

Carroll  R.  Bogert 
2440  Lakeview  Avenue 
Apartment  15A 
Chicago  IL  60614 
Harvard 

Marian  E.  Bonner 
405  Tom  Hall  Drive 
Hampton  VA  23363 
Wellesley 

Veleta  J.  Boswell 
176  E.  Parkway  Avenue 
Chester  PA  19013 
Vanderbilt 

Karen  A.  Bowlby 
38  Dorset  Lane 
Farmington  CT  06032 
Year  Off 

Steve  E.  Bowman 
937  East  226th  Street 
New  York  NY  10466 

Laura  S.  Boylan 
108  E.  82nd  St. -Apt  7B 
New  York  NY  10028 
Barnard 


William  C.  Bradley 
45  October  Lane 
Weston  MA  02193 
Lafayette 

Richard  N.  Bradt 
1185  Park  Avenue 
New  York  NY  10028 
Cornell 

Alice  A.  Brittin 
407  Gulfwood  Drive 
Mobile  AL  36608 
Newcomb 

Sydney  T.  Brown 
852  Navesink  River  Rd 
Locust  NJ  07760 
Stanford 

Josefina  Brunicelli 
Avenue  Laguna 
De  Arestinga 
Qta.  Vibonati 
Caracas  Venezuela 
Yale 

Susannah  M.  Bryan 
543  Cascade  Road 
New  Canaan  CT  06840 
Yale 

Howard  D.  Burton 
1506  Arkansas  Street 
Memphis  TN  38109 
MIT 

Ruth  B.  Calhoun 
Elgin  Route  3 
Natchez  MS  39120 
Newcomb 

G.  Kevin  Callagy 
155  Rea  Street 
North  Andover  MA 
01845 

Ohio  Wesleyan 

Colin  S.  Callahan 
1 Carriage  Hill  Road 
Andover  MA  01810 
Ohio  Wesleyan 

Elizabeth  B.  Campbell 
42  Ripley  Lane 
Weston,  MA  02193 
Brown 

Elizabeth  C.  Campbell 
269  High  Street 
Middletown,  CT  06457 
Conn.  College 

Peter  A.  Caro 
14  Lockwood  Road 
Newton,  MA  02165 

Rachel  D.  Cartmell 
411  N.  Park  View  Ave. 


Columbus  OH  43209 
Lewis  and  Clark 

Anne  C.  Cavett 
414  Pennington  Lane 
Louisville  KY  40207 
Northwestern 

Jill  Chen 
24  Macfarland 
Escondida  Village 
Stanford  CA  94305 
Duke 

Stephan  A.  Chernow 
18  Gull  Road 
Middletown  NJ  07748 
Johns  Hopkins 

Guy  W.  Chirico 
Rte  23-A 

Hunter  NY  12442 
Johns  Hopkins 

Gregory  D.  Cleveland 
227  East  61st  Street 
Los  Angeles,  CA  90004 
Pomona 

James  E.  Cohen 
67  Meetinghouse  Road 
Bedford  NH  03102 
Harvard 

J.  Rountree  Collett 
312  West  Union  Street 
Morgantown  NC  28655 
UNC 

Steven  M.  Collins 
241  Lagrange  Street 
West  Roxbury  MA  02132 
Lake  Forest 

Edward  F.  Conklin 
325  Highview  Road 
Englewood  NJ  07631 
Boston  University 

Mark  D.  Considine 

104  Ash  Street 

New  Bedford  MA  02740 

David  P.  Contarino 
76  Hillside  Road 
North  Andover  01845 
Cornell 

Ellen  J.  Coon 
3520  Edmunds  St.  N.W. 
Washington  DC  20007 
Bryn  Mawr 

William  M.  Cooper 
32  Rue  Godot  De  Mauroy 
Paris  75009  France 
Year  Off 

Christine  D.  Coughlan 
75  Hillside  Road 
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North  Andover  MA  01845 
Conn.  College 

Sara  M.  Cox 
20  Haverhill  Street 
Andover  MA  01810 
Harvard 

David  F.  Crane 
7 Mountainview  Road 
Wellesley  MA  02181 
Dartmouth 

Douglas  J.  Creedon 
172  Aria  Drive 
Pittsburgh  PA  15220 
Year  Off/Camegie 
Mellon 

Ann  M.  Crespi 
5725  Grand  Avenue 
Downers  Grove  IL  60515 
Yale 

Anders  N.  Crofoot 
113  Buxton  Road 
Bedford  Hills  NY  10707 
Dartmouth 

Brian  M.  Croll 
19273  Citrus  Lane 
Saratoga  CA  95070 
Stanford 

Michael  K.  Crowell 
Inelec  lap 
Electricite  et 
Electronique 
Boumerdes  (Alger) 

Algerie 

Brown 

Lurana  N.B.  Crowley 
Moose  Mountain  Lodge 
Etna  NH  03750 
Berkeley 

John  B.  Dabney 
Runawit  Road 
Exeter  NH  03833 
Bowdoin 

David  C.  Daskal 
1555  N.  Sandburg  Ter. 
Chicago  IL  60610 
Yale 

Carol  W.  Davies 
64  Fort  Square 
Greenfield  MA  01301 
Northwestern 

H.  Mason  Day 
416  Greenley  Road 
New  Canaan  CT  06840 
Stanford 

Charles  E.  Dean 
Main  Street 


Norwich  VT  05055 
West  Point 

Paul  S.  DeBruyn 
6 Indiana  Ridge  Road 
Natick  MA  01760 
Hamilton 

Eliza  A.  Deery 
One  Harbor  Avenue 
Marblehead  MA  01945 
Dartmouth 

Elizabeth  A.  DiRusso 
59  Blackbriar  Drive 
Colt's  Neck  NJ  07722 
Cornell 

Robert  L.  Doar 
143  Willow  Street 
Brooklyn  NY  11201 
Berkeley 

Milton  L.  Dodge 
6461  Pepperell  Lane 
Cincinnati  OH  45236 
Tulane 

Cynthia  V.  Doggett 
4302  Sunnyside  Road 
Edina  MN  55424 
Princeton 
Lexi  A.  Doner 
5809  — 153  Place  S.W. 
Edmonds  WA  98020 
Wisconsin 

John  A.  Donovan 
29  Beth  Ellen  Drive 
Lewisburg  PA  17837 
Williams 

Albert  C.  Doyle 
188  Moraine  Street 
Brockton  MA  02401 
Harvard 

Scott  F.  Drescher 
1201  Wicrest  Apt.  172 
Houston  TX  77042 
Johns  Hopkins 

Rebecca  W.  Eastman 
Ten  N.  Summit  Avenue 
Chatham  NJ  07928 
Wesleyan 

James  R.  Edmonds 
Redhouse  Press 
Posta  Kutusu  142 
Istanbul  Turkey 
Stanford 

Thomas  H.  Edmonds 
Phillips  Academy 
Andover  MA  01810 
Ohio  Wesleyan 
Paula  M.  Elias 
112  Chestnut  Street 


North  Andover  MA  01845 
U.  Mass. 

Susan  C.  Elias 
700  Great  Pond  Road 
North  Andover  MA  01845 
U.  Mass. 

Sarah  B.  Elliott 
1225  Gaptor  Street 
Bouldor  CO  80303 
Georgetown 

Helen  Epstein 
33  West  67th  Street 
New  York  NY  10023 
U.  Chicago 

Molly  B.  Fields 
90  Grebe  Lane  — Rte  6 
Midland  Ml  48640 
Harvard 

Frederico  E.  Figus 
Salita  Dei  Parioli  23 
Rome  Italy  00197 
Georgetown 

Timothy  P.  Finn 
Havermeyer  Road 
Ardsley-On-Hudson 
NY  10503 
Year  Off/Monkton 
Combe  Sch.  Macalester 

Richard  G.  Flaherty 
7 Middlesex  Street 
Wellesley  MA  02181 
Cornell 

Hyla  R.C.  Flaks 
47  Augur  Street 
Hamden  CT  06517 
Syracuse 

John  M.  Flanagin 
484  Elder  Lane 
Winnetka  IL  60093 
Georgetown 

Robert  E.  Fletcher 
1001  East  Cindy  Road 
Carbondale  IL  62901 
Lehigh 

Terence  B.  Flynn 
169  West  End  Avenue 
Ridgewood  NJ  07450 
Harvard 

John  A.  Francis 
14  Witch  Way 
Salam  MA  01970 
Harvard 

Suzanne  M.  Fraysse 
41  Rue  D'Isoard 
Marseille  13001 
France 


Stephen  C.  Fritzenger 
155  South  Pine  Avenue 
Albany  NJ  12208 
Brown 

Philip  K.  Fukuda 
317  Willowcrest  Drive 
Villa  Park  IL  60181 
Northwestern 

Ronald  R.  Fusco 

6 September  Lane 
Burlington  MA  01803 
Tufts 

Scott  W.  Garebedian 

7 Pioneer  Circle 
Salem  MA  01970 
Williams 

Joshua  L.  Gear 
P.O.  Box  494 
York  Harbor  ME  03910 
U.  Florida 

Sally  J.  Gear 

P.O.  Box  494 

York  Harbor  ME  03910 

Goucher 

Simon  S.  Gee 
5121  Templeton  Street 
Los  Angeles  CA  90032 
U.  California/ 

Santa  Cruz 

Deidra  Gilliard 
60  East  135th  Street 
Apt.  5F 

New  York  NY  10037 
Duke 

Andrew  S.  Gilmour 
Lower  Hollow  Road 
Dorset  VT  05251 
Harvard 

Johnathan  D.  Giuliano 
Dakar  (IS) 

Dept,  of  State 
Washington  DC  20520 
Georgetown 

Anna  E.  Glumicich 
Wilson  Road 
Wilton  MA  03086 
Ohio  Wesleyan 

Daniel  B.  Goggin 
24  Brentwood  Road 
Chelmsford  MA  01824 
Dartmouth 

Renee  M.  Goldsby 
936  Ridge  Avenue 
Darby  PA  19023 
U.  Penn 

Paul  T.  Golitz 

Rt.  2 Deepwood  Road 
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Barrington  IL  60010 
Harvard 

M.C.  Moses  Grader 
Kabul  (ID) 

U.S.  Dept,  of  State 
Washington  DC  20521 
Tufts 

Jeffrey  S.  Grant 
235  Teaticket  Path 
Falmouth  MA  02536 
Cornell 

Taylor  C.  Gray 
54  Harbor  Drive 
Greenwich  CT  06830 
Brown 

Taiyi  A.  Greaves 
Boardman  Street 
Sheffield  MA  01257 
Year  Off 

Sarah  L.  Greene 
220  High  Street 
Greenfield  MA  01301 
Mt.  Holyoke 

Peter  R.  Grover 
Moccasin  Hill  Road 
Lincoln  MA  01773 
Wesleyan 

Andrew  J.  Guff 
3358  Green  Meadow  Dr. 
Bethlehem  PA  10817 
Harvard 

Amy  E.  Haigh 
16  King  Richard  Drive 
Londonderry  NJ  03053 
Bowdoin 

Joseph  F.  Hardcastle 
62  Franklin  Street 
Milton  MA  02186 
Conn  College 

William  G.  Hare 
62  Main  Street 
Newton  CT  06470 
Year  Off / Stanford 

Ruth  E.  Harlow 
1208  Cresent  Drive 
Midland  MI  48640 
Stanford 

Scott  A.  Harris 
1425  Carson  Road 
Wilmington  DE  19803 
Arizona  State 

David  B.  Hartzell 
220  Beech  Hill  Road 
Wynnewood  PA  19096 
Dartmouth 


Thomas  R.  Harshman 
136  E.  Hamilton  Avenue 
Englewood  NJ  07631 
Princeton 

Margaret  M.  Havens 
Rte.  1 5012  Highway  42 
Sturgeon  Bay  WI  54235 
Beloit 

Robert  B.  Heffernan 
1130  Waverly  Road 
Gladwyne  PA  19035 
Lafayette 

Stephen  F.  Henry 
Mead  Street 
Waccabuc  NY 
Year  Off / Oberlin 

Kerry  B.  Herman 
One  Neck  Road 
Old  Lyme  CT  06371 
UVM 

David  N.  Herskovitz 
109  Central  Street 
Andover  MA  01810 
Year  Off  — ESU / 
Princeton 

Charles  P.  Hess 
3705  Porter  St.  N.W. 
Washington  DC  20016 
Columbia 

Mary  F.  Higgins 
21  Timothy  Drive 
Andover  MA  01810 
Boston  College 

Andrew  C.  Hilliard 
5177  Oak  Meadow  Drive 
Santa  Rose  CA  95401 
U.  Denver 

Karen  S.  Hilton 
P.O.  Box  508 
Greenville  ME  04441 
U.  Maine,  Orono 
Matthew  J.  Hlavka 
Pine  Hill  Road 
Tuxedo  Park  NY  10987 
Harvard 

Melinda  T.  Hobausz 
Phillips  Academy 
Andover  MA  01810 
Year  Off / Beloit 

Carl  F.  Hoffman 
604  Poia  Road 
Sewickley  PA  15143 
Miami  Of  Ohio 

Helene  M.  Holbrook 
Katonah's  Wood  Road 
Katonah  NY  10536 
Princetoon 


Bradford  J.  Holmes 
3 Fairlane  Terrace 
Winchester  MA  01890 
Dartmouth 

Rachal  K.  Horovitz 
146  West  11th  Street 
New  York  NY  10011 
UNC 

Tony  W.  Hoskinson 
2346  Summit  Street 
Columbus  OH  43202 
Oberlin 

Frederick  M.  Hughson 
11  Ravine  Park  North 
Oneonta  NY  13820 
Yale 

Jacques  L.A.  Hugon 
Les  Balcons  du  Port 
6/85  Allee  des 
Phalenes 

Antibes  06600  France 
Harvard 

R.  Walker  Humphries 
4512  Moorland  Avenue 
Edina  MN  55424 
Wheaton  College,  IL 

Jeff  A.  Jacobson 
206  Forsythe 
Dekalb  IL  60115 
Stanford 

Daniel  S.  Janis 
29  Wentworth  Road 
Revere  MA  02151 
Harvard 

Susan  J.  Jenkins 
Box  182 

Duxbury  MA  02332 
Wesleyan 

Laura  Jewett 
537  Middlesex  Road 
Darien  CT  06820 
Dartmouth 

Eric  A.  Jordahl 
2669  N.  Terrace  Ave. 
Milwaukee  WI  53211 
Harvard 

Frederick  S.  Kahn 
7920  Walmsley  Avenue 
New  Orleans  LA  70125 
Colorado  College 

Virginia  E.  Kallgren 
28  Hillcrest  Road 
Berkeley  CA  94705 
Berkeley 

Janet  R.  Kamuck 

2690  South  Roslyn  — 108 


Denver  CO  80231 
Barnard 

Roger  E.  Kass 

C/o  W.  Smith  Box  7552 

St.  Thomas 

U.S.  Virgin  Islands 

00810 

Wesleyan 

Carolyn  F.  Katz 
68  Phillips  Street 
Andover  MA  01810 
Princeton 

Joshua  H.  Kuafman 
1909  N.W.  31st  Terrace 
Gainseville  FL  32605 
Vassar 

John  F.  Kennedy 
1040  Fifth  Avenue 
New  York  NY  10028 
Brown 

Robert  S.  Khozouri 
333  Fifth  Avenue 
New  York  NY  10016 
Cornell 

Susan  C.  Kiley 
117  Marshall  Ridge  Rd. 
New  Canaan  CT  06840 
Wesleyan 

Byung-Pyo  Kim 
2 Soldiers  Field  Park 
#301 

Boston  MA 
Harvard 

Margot  B.  Kimball 
Rice  Lane  RFD  #1 
Bennington  VT  05201 
CAL.  College  of  Arts 
and  Crafts 

Nina  A.  Kimberly 
139  Oenoke  Ridge 
New  Canaan  CT  06840 
Year  Off 

Emily  A.  King 
8685  King  Memorial  Rd. 
Mentor  OH  44060 
U.  Colorado 

John  S.  Koo 
806  Lake  Avenue 
Greenwich  CT  06830 
Vanderbuilt 

Lynne  C.  Kosobucki 
149  Morristown  Road 
Matawan  NJ  07747 
Georgetown 

Marie  C.  Krane 
229  E.  Lake  Shore  Dr. 
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Apartment  11-W 
Chicago  IL  60611 
Northwestern 

Jill  A.  Kwass 
10  Porter  Road 
Andover  MA  01810 
Mt.  Holyoke 

Charles  B.  Labiner 
711  N.  Faring  Road 
Los  Angeles  CA 
Berkeley 

Stephanie  E.  Lake 
4601  Interlochen 
Richland  MI  49083 
Georgetown 

Brenda  E.  Lamb 
16  Braeside  Place 
Montreal 

Quebec  H3Y  3E9  Canada 
Undecided 

Rachel  J.  Lampert 
84  Mason  Drive 
Princeton  NJ  08540 
Harvard 

Philippe  K.  Lampietti 
Box  151  Route  1 
Purceville  VA  22132 
Columbia 

Vietor  Lavenstein 
10  Cope  Place 
London  England 
8W  6AA 
U.  Virginia 

Peter  B.  LeCompte 
19  Sixth  Street 
Colorado  Springs  CO 
Pomona 

Fred  G.  Leebron 
1024  Bryn  Mawr  Avenue 
Narberth  PA  19072 
Michigan 

Lee  C.  LeFevre 
P.O.  Box  9 

Menomonie  WI  54751 
Georgetown 

Jessie  W.  Lenagh 
1 Brookside  Drive 
Westport  CT  06880 
Williams 

Peter  V.  Letsou 
240  Clark  Road 
Lowell  MA  01852 
Harvard 

Mela  Lew 
136  King  Drive 
Prince  George 


British  Columbia 
Canada  V2M  4V4 
Smith 

Helen  B.  Link 
97  Marvin  Ridge  Rd. 
New  Canaan  CT 
Yale 

Brian  L.  Linse 
8514  W.  121st  St. 
Palos  Park  IL 
Northwestern 

Tonita  F.  Lipscomb 
4308  Ward  Road 
Durham  NC  27704 
Brown 

John  R.  Livermore 
2710  N.  Brandywine 
Arlington  VA  22207 
Virginia 

P.  Reid  Livingston 
34  Aldwyn  Lane 
Villanova  PA 
Duke 

Thomas  Lloyd 
Phillips  Academy 
Andover  MA  01810 
Year  Off 

Nicholas  Lobenthal 
33-39  80th  St. 

Jackson  Heights  NY 
Yale 

Mark  S.  Loomis 
148  W.  Hills  Road 
New  Canaan  CT 
Kenyon 

Edwin  B.  Lord 
106  East  85th  St. 

New  York  NY 
Trinity 

Elizabeth  L.  Lovejoy 
Ash  Street 
West  Newbury  MA 
Middlebury 

Isis  C.  Lum 
341  East  5th  St. 

New  York,  NY 
Oberlin 

Michael  A.  Lunder 
425  Great  Pond  Rd. 
North  Andover  MA 
Trinity 

Peter  C.  MacDonald 
2220  Pelham  Dr. 
Houston  TX 
Princeton 


Stephen  P.  MacDonald 
74  Cabot  Street 
Milton  MA  02186 
Trinity 

Kyra  Maes 
3485  Washington  St. 
San  Francisco  CA 
Wheaton  College,  IL 

Thomas  P.  Magee 
8439  Elliot  Ave.  S. 
Minneapolis  MN 
Cornell 

llene  Markell 
1565  Massey  Road 
Memphis,  TN  38138 
Yale 

James  D.  Marks 
825  Chauncey  Road 
Narberth  PA 
Yale 

James  Marquand 
17  West  54  St.  10B 
New  York  NY 
Year  Off / 

Johns  Hopkins 

Eunice  Martinez 
359  Wortman  Ave. 

Apt.  4B 
Brooklyn  NY 
Union 

Mark  A.  Mathewson 
576  Oak  Street 
Winnetka,  IL 
Virginia 

Kimberley  D.  Maywald 
Box  281  McLain  St. 
Bedford  Hills  NY 
Cornell 

Katherine  T.  McCabe 
188  Lydecker  Street 
Englewood  NJ  07631 
Wesleyan 
Sarah  W.  McCabe 
1326  K Street 
Anchorage  AK  99801 
Bryn  Mawr 

Nancy  A.  McCormack 
19  Lawton  Street 
Lowell  MA  01851 
Wesleyan 

John  N.  McCorvie 
9 Godfrey  Lane 
Westport  CT  06880 
UVM 

Donald  R.  McCubbin 
34  North  Port  Royal 
Drive 


Hilton  Head  Island  SC 

29928 

Penn 

Judeth  K.  McGann 
18  Wolcott  Avenue 
Andover  MA  01810 
Johns  Hopkins 

Michael  A.  McKinnon 

5 Jay  Street 
Canton  NY  13617 
St.  Lawrence 

Elizabeth  J.  Melaragno 
5626  — Flandmark  Drive 
Charlotte  NC  28211 
UNC 

Jennifer  K.  Melville 
4 Paul  Revere  Road 
Worcester  MA  01609 
Berkley 

Amy  L.  Meyer 
84  Catalpa  Drive 
Atherton  CA  94205 
Berkley 

Kendall  C.  Meyer 
Dacca  State  Department 
Washington  DC  20521 
Year  Off 

Martin  Meyer 
Hasenwinkel  9 
Gottingen  3400 
West  Germany 

Stephen  A.  Meyer 
84  Catalpa  Drive 
Atherton  CA  94025 
Berkeley 

William  A.  Miles 

6 West  Hannum  Blvd. 
Saginaw  MI  48602 
Michigan 

Janet  D.  Milkman 
R.R.  #6  Box  204 
Iowa  City  1A  52240 
Wesleyan 

W.  John  Miottel 

10  Roble  Road 
Berkeley  CA 
UC  San  Diego 

Nathan  Mobley 
202  John  Street 
Greenwich  CT  06830 
CMC 

Jane  P.  Moncreiff 

11  Gray  Gardens  East 
Cambridge  MA  02138 
Barnard 


383 


G.  Gardner  Monks 
30  Morton  Street 
Andover  MA  01810 
Syracuse 

Janice  E.  Moody 
12  Suncrest  Road 
Andover  MA  01810 
Brown 

Franklin  S.  Moore 
633  East  Meldrum 
Circle 

St.  Clair  MI  48079 
Michigan 

Michael  A.  Moore 
5163  Wellfleet 
Dayton  OH  45426 
U.  Chicago 

Sarah  R.  Moore 

24  Sturges  Commons 
Westport  CT  06880 
Amherst 

Kevin  R.  Morgan 

25  Supple  Road 
Dorchester  MA  02121 
Cornell 

David  D.  Morimoto 
3100  Deer  Path  Drive 
Joliet  IL  60435 
Northwestern  Hon  Med 

Christopher  R.  Morris 
1809  McDonald  Lane 
Raleigh  NC  27608 
UNC 

T.  Wynne  Morriss 
Route  199 
Millerton  NY  12546 
Chicago 

Richard  T.  Morrissey 
2030  Jackson  Street 
San  Francisco  CA 
94109 

Year  Off/Pomona 

Amy  Morton 
75  Vaughn  Street 
Portland  ME  04102 
Carnegie  Mellon 

Richard  D.  Moseley 
Box  65  Westwood  Drive 
Hampstead  NH  03841 
Brown 

Courtney  K.  Moss 
600  Grape  Tree  Vine 
Key  Biscayne  FL  33149 
Year  Off 

W.  Gregory  Moten 
655  South  20th  Street 
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Apartment  2 
Newark  NJ  07103 
Princeton 

Anne  E.  Mudge 
1218  East  Madison  Park 
Chicago  IL  60615 
Stanford 

Mark  J.  Mulvaney 
10  Madison  Avenue 
Winchester  MA  01890 
Middlebury 

Anthony  C.  Munter 
19  Arlington  Street 
Cambridge,  MA  02140 
Ohio  Wesleyan 

Roberta  S.  Nahill 
67  Meadow  Lane 
North  Andover  MA 
01845 
Bates 

Phong  C.  Nguyen 
26  Beacon  Street 
Newton,  MA  02167 
Boston  University 

Suzanne  S.  Nichols 
R.F.D.  #1  — Box  147 
Skiff  Mountain 
Kent,  CT  06757 
Brown 

Daniel  C.  North 
204  S.  Harrison  Street 
Easton  MD  21601 
University  of  Virginia 

Andrew  G.  Nyhart 
135  High  Street 
Brookline  MA  02146 
Year  Off/U.  Mass 

Kenneth  R.  Oasis 
325  Willis  Road 
Sudbury  MA  01776 
Univ.  Vermont 

Rod  M.  Ocampo 
Abbott  Laboratories 
De  Chile 
Casilla  169-D 
Santiago,  Chile 
Georgetown 

E.  Glynn  O'Donnell 
2345  Linden  Drive  SE 
Cedar  Rapids  IA 
52403 
Stanford 

Christopher  R.  O'Hara 
10  Bancroft  Road 
Andover  MA  01810 
Holy  Cross 


Judith  Anne  Oliver 
2 Homelands  Park 
South  Sunderland-Tyne 
and  Wear 
England  SR275SG 

Douglas  B.  Orr 
1060  North  Noyes  BLVD 
St.  Joseph  MO  65406 
Duke 

Allen  F.  Osgood 

4 Canterbury  Road 
Woburn  MA  01801 
Boston  College 

Megan  Owen 
Phillips  Academy 
Andover  MA  01810 
Undecided 

Suzanne  C.  Page 
P.O.  Box  304 
Milton  NY  12547 
Undecided 

Susan  Palermo 
61  Coachmans  Lane 
North  Andover  MA  01845 
Lewis  & Clark 

George  F.  Parker 
9 Warren  Street 
Winchester,  MA  01890 
Harvard 

Lucinda  C.  Pascale 
2634  Glenmont  Rd.  NW 
Canton  OH  44708 
Year  Off 

James  T.  Pawlowski 

5 Saunders  Road 
Lynnfield  MA  01940 
Yale 

Christopher  C.  Peacock 
11  Tyson  Lane 
Rumson  NJ  07760 
Brown 

Jeffrey  M.  Pearsall 
550  Hallandale  Drive 
Akron  OH  44313 
Northwestern 

Rebecca  E.  Pease 
116  Brockton  Avenue 
Haverhill  MA  01830 
Kenyon 

Jorge  E.E.  Pedraza 
De  Mexico  S.A.  De  C.V. 
Pino  459  APDO  972 
Mexico  4 D.F. 

Cornell 

Bryan  W.  Pendleton 
5525  Westmont  Road 


Whittier,  CA  90601 
Year  Off 

Wendy  S.  Perkins 
Quagboag  Street 
Warren  MA  01083 
Barnard 

Alexander  T.  Pierpont 

4 Davis  Lane 
Darien  CT  06820 
Harvard 

Sophie  H.  Pirie 
641  Bay  Road 
Aquila  Farm 
Hamilton  MA  01936 
Year  Off/Harvard 

M.  Jeremy  Pirtle 
152  Brookville  Road 
Glen  Head  NY  11545 
U.  Oregon 

Sylvia  Platt 
1261  Madison  Avenue 
New  York  NY  10028 
Year  Off/Harvard 

Linda  L.  Poison 
6 Broadliew  Drive 
Barrington,  RI  02806 
UVM 

Geraldine  Pope 
11625  S.W.  Military 
Road 

Portland  OR  97219 
Arizona 

Christine  E.  Power 
171  Old  Field  Road 
Setauket  NY  11733 
Georgetown 

Geoffrey  H.  Proctor 
Stickney  Hill  Road 
Concord  NH  03301 
Middlebury 

Alexandra  L.  Purdy 
3432  North  Lake  Drive 
Milwaukee  WI  53211 
Wisconsin 

Mary  H.  Pynchon 
Main  Street 
Deerfield  MA  01342 
Williams 

Victoria  C.  Read 
Buckfield  Lane 
Greenwich  CT  06830 
Stanford 

Timothy  W.  Reeder 

5 Buggywhip  Trail 
Honeoye  Falls  NY 
Colorado 
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Timothy  C.  Regan 
Phillips  Academy 
Andover  MA  01810 
Northwestern 

Gregory  K.  Robbins 
199  Country  Drive 
Weston  MA  02193 
Wesleyan 

Terry  R.  Robinson 
2627  Prospect 
Houston  TX  77004 
Harvard 

Parker  B.  Rockerfeller 
3822  Fordham  Road  NW 
Washington  D.C.  20016 
Tulane 

Carlos  F.  Rodriguez 
7345  SW  157th  Terrace 
Miami  FL  33157 
Berkely 

John  D.  Rogers 
24  Westborough 
Wellington  KS  67152 
Yale 

F.  Elizabeth  Rokous 
79  Johnson  Street 
North  Andover  MA  01845 
Smith 

Iver  I.  Rose 
229  Commercial  Street 
Provincetown  MA  02657 
Boston  University 

Robin  L.  Rosenberg 
125  North  Worth  Court 
West  Palm  Beach  FL  33405 
Princeton 

Thomas  C.  Rubin 
67  Willets  Road 
Old  Westbury  NY  11568 
Yale 

Daniel  B.J.  Ryan 
651  Westford  Street 
Lowell  MA  01851 
Harvard 

John  W.  Sagaser 
56  Chestnut  Street 
Andover  MA  01810 
Brown 

Roxan  F.  Saidi 
Park  Avenue 
7th  Street  #3 
Tehran  Iran 
Princeton 

Abigail  Saltonstall 
388  Summer  Street 
Manchester  MA  01944 
UNC 


Virginia  I.  Santos 
1001  Park  Avenue 
Apt.  8S 

New  York  NY  10028 
Harvard 

Elizabeth  A.  Sargent 
Gypsy  Hill  Road 
Box  191 

Penllyn  PA  19422 
Conn.  College 

Laela  S.  Sayhigh 
P.O.  Box  749 
Eastham  MA  02642 
Newcomb 

William  M.  Scheerer 
4 Haven  Drive 
Andover  MA  01810 
Michigan 

Augustus  S.  Schoen  — Rene 
81  Saint  Clair  Street 
Geneva  NY  14456 
Ithaca 

Brigitte  Schmouker 
12  Rue  Du  Docteur 
Bertheux 
Rennes  35  France 

William  Schultz 
33  Burr  Farms  Road 
Westport  CT  06880 
Columbia 

Timothy  R.  Schwarz 
38  Royalston  Road 
Wellesley  MA  02181 
Wesleyan 

Marina  N.  Schweitzer 
3124  Warrington  Road 
Birmingham  AL  35223 
Brown 

Douglas  C.  Segal 
117  Osgood  Street 
North  Andover  MA  01845 
Colorado 

Virginia  W.  Selden 
230  Johnston  Street 
North  Andover  MA  01845 
Undecided 

Bretton  C.  Sewell 
12  Queen  May  Drive 
St.  Carharines 
Ontario  L2R2J4 
Canada 

Year  Off/Harvard 

Kaaren  P.  Shalom 
3727  Miramar 
Dallas  TX  75205 
Princeton 


Rona  G.  Shapiro 
105  Eddy  Drive 
Huntington  Station  NY  11746 
Harvard 

Neil  K.  Sheehy 
Box  223 

International  Falls  MN  56649 
Harvard 

Eric  W.  Sheffield 
3782  Van  Dyke 
Detroit  Ml  48241 
Northwestern 

James  S.R.  Sherman 
14  Beverly  Road 
Great  Neck  NY  11021 
Johns  Hopkins 

Ann  H.  Sherwood 
28  Spring  Rock  Road 
Bradford  CT  06405 
Skidmore 

Dwight  D.  Sholes 
132  — 12th  Street  SE 
Washington  D.C.  20003 
Carleton 

Margaret  S.  Shuwall 
Masconomo  Street 
Manchester  MA  01944 
Wellesley 
Hugh  R.  Silbaugh 
1 White  Pine  Road 
New  Hartford  NY 
Amherst 

Geir  D.  Slapo 
Almeveien  33 
1470  Lrenskog  Norway 

H.  Christopher  Smith 
9950  Strait  Lane 
Dallas  TX  75220 
Stanford 

Ellen  C.  Solowey 
4675  Iselin  Avenue 
Bronx  NY  10471 
Cornell 

Are  M.  Soroken 
95  Riberclirr  Road 
Lowell  MA  01852 
Bates 

John  C.  Spokes 
7009  Dublin  Road 
Edina  MN  55436 
Pomona 

Olivia  S.  Stacy 
69  East  7th  Avenue 
Columbus  OH  43201 
Oberlin 

Michael  G.  Starratt 
300  Walnut  Street 


Englewood  NJ  07631 
Berkeley 

Howard  C.  Steam 
2118  Boudreau  Drive 
Urbana  IL  61801 
Illinois 

H.  Huntington  Stehli 
333  East  69th  Street 
New  York  NY  10021 
Year  Off 

Kate  H.  Stevens 
415  Rices  Mill  Road 
Wyncote  PA  19095 
Oberlin 

Robert  B.  Stewart 
101  Tudor  Lane 
Yardley  PA  19067 
Lehigh 

Timothy  H.  Stoneman 
Box  168 

Bedford  NY  10506 
Duke 

Derek  E.  Stowe 
127  Winn  St. 

Belmont  Mass.  02178 
Berkeley 

Douglas  L.  Sun 
86  Bailey  Rd. 
Watertown  Mass.  02172 
Boston  University 

James  B.  Swenson 
16  Lowell  Rd. 

Wellesly  Mass.  02181 
Brown 

Samuel  J.  Tamkin 
391  Waverley  Ave. 
Newton  Mass.  02158 
Penn 

James  C.  Tappan 
36  Hoogvorstweg 

I. 980  Tervuren 
Brussels,  Belgium 
Northwestern 

John  B.  Thielens 
79  Conestoga  Rd. 

Devon  PA  19333 
Harvard 

Andrew  C.  Thomas 
20  Waterside  Plaza 
Apt.  30F 

New  York  NY  10010 
Year  Off/Hamilton 

Dewey  M.  Thompson 
56  Winfield  Lane 
New  Caanan  CT  06840 
Stanford 
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Chesney  L.  Thompson 
2714  Ashland  Avenue 
St.  Joseph  MO  64506 
Stanford 

Donald  Thomson 
11  Florence  Avenue 
Lawerence  MA  01841 
Virginia 

Catherine  K.  Tice 
516  Govenor  Nicholls 
New  Orleans  LA  70776 
Barnard 

Kristin  C.  Timken 
2321  Brentwood  Road 
N.W. 

Canton  OH  44708 
Stanford 

Briggs  L.  Tobin 
480  Clapboard  Hill 
Road 

Guilford  CT  06437 
Yale 

Elizabeth  J.  Tolmach 
501  Wychwood  Road 
Westfield  NJ  07090 
Duke 

Stephen  L.  Tomlin 
4 Greenbar  Lane 
Wilton  CT  06897 
Yale 

Glenn  C.  Tomlinson 
33  Bancroft  Road 
Andover  MA  01810 
Hamilton 

Heater  E.  Trim 
4401  Larchmont 
Dallas  TX  75205 
Yale 

Fredrick  C.  Turner 
30  Timber  Drive 
Storrs  CT  06571 
Brown 

David  L.  Ulin 
21  East  87th  Street 
Apt.  6B 

New  York  Ny  10028 
Year  Off/Stanford 

John  F.  Vail 
341  North  Sheridan 
Road 

Lake  Forest  IL  60045 
Davidson 

Gretchen  G.  Van  Dusen 
38  Pond  Street 
Marblehead  MA  01945 
Michigan 
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Alfred  W.  Wasson 
Box  549  Mass.  Avenue 
Vineyard  Haven  MA  02568 
Amherst 

William  F.  Way 
c/o  Nasa  — Box  7015 
FPO  New  York  09560 
Brown 

Jeffrey  W.  Weiss 
641  Longleaf  Road 
Shreveport  LA  71106 
CMC 

Daemone  H.  Wesley 
441  Jeffrey  Street 
Chester  PA  19013 
Penn 

Daniel  B.  Wheeler 
17  Highland  Street 
Dedham  MA  02026 
Year  Off/Brown 

John  K.  Whiting 
125  Hill  Street 
Topsfield  MA  01983 
UVM 

Paul  V.  Whitall 
Caterpillar  Far  East 
LTD 

GPO  Box  13069 
Hong  Kong 
U.  Colorado 

Denise  M.  Williams 
1555  Seabury  Place 
Apt.  4B 

Bronx  NY  10460 
Carleton 

George  R.P.  Wilson 
Phillips  Academy 
Andover  MA  01810 
Oberlin 

Charles  F.  Wiseman 
5 Stinston  Road 
Andover  MA  01810 
Denison 

Mary  F.  Withum 
51  Stony  Brook  Road 

James  F.  Ventre 
85  Ayer  Street 
Methuen  MA  01844 
Dartmouth 

Dexter  C.  Wadsworth 
55  Arnold  Street 
Staten  Island  NY  10301 
Princeton 

Henry  P.  Warren 
38  French  Road 
Greenwich  CT  06830 
UVM 


Marblrhead  MA  01945 
Boston  University 

Sean  F.  Wolfort 
33  Monadnock  Road 
Wellesley  MA  02181 
Dartmouth 

Richard  S.  Wolk 
27  Bouton  Road 
Huntington  NY  11743 
Northwestern 

Mimi  J.  Won 
Box  316A  — R.D.  #4 
— Sample  Bridge  Road 
Mechanicsburg  PA  17055 
Smith 

Judith  H.  Wurtzel 
21  Maxell  Road 
Richard  VA  23226 
Yale 

Adrienne  E.  Yost 
2500  Guilford  Road 
Cleveland  Heights  OH  44118 
CMC 

Alison  L.  Zaeder 
Phillips  Academy 
Andover  MA  01810 
Wesleyan 

Daniel  E.  Zanes 
R.F.D.  #2  — Stickney 
Hill  Road 
Concord  NY  03301 
Year  Off 

Vernon  Attew 
5 Tile  Farm  Rd. 

Orpington  Kent 
England 
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RUTTERS 

LAUNDRY 

INC. 

hotel -motel 
industrial 


45  Brook  Street  Lawrence 
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*28^, 
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ANDOVER 

JADE 


•Cantonese  and 
Polynesian  Cuisine 

||  Luncheon  Specials 


475-8384 


FIRST  IMPRESSIONS 


The  main  entrance  of  the  Churchill  is  not  what 
most  first-time  visitors  are  accustomed  to. 
Some  of  the  first  people  you  will  meet  at  the 
Churchill  are  nude.  The  atmosphere  is  calm,  the 
pace  is  comfortable,  and  the  lobby  is  spacious 
and  uncrowded.  There  is  no  parade  of  airline  desks 
or  car  rental  agencies  clamouring  for  attention. 
The  only  music  you  are  likely  to  hear  is  the 
tinkling  of  the  piano  in  the  Lounge. 


M. 

CHURCHILL 


Smith,  Nathaniel  Baldwin  SOROKEN  . ARX  M.  THOMPSON.  L.  CHESNEY 


THE  CHURCHILL  BAR 


The  mood  here  is  intimate  with  specially 
commissioned  Oriental  sporting  scenes  around 
the  walls.  These  days,  with  the  complicated 
cocktail  making  a spirited  comeback,  the  art 
of  the  barman  is  constantly  on  show.  You  will 
find  our  resident  experts  share  an  encyclopaedic 
knowledge  of  virtually  everything  that  can  be 
done  behind  a bar.  Try  them.  The  pianist,  who 
plays  six  nights  a week  also  has  a prodigious 
repertoire. 


A BEDROOM 


There  is  no  such  thing  at  the  Churchill  as  a 
single  room.  Even  if  you  are  alone  you  will 
have  plenty  of  space,  as  all  our  rooms  are  doubles. 
The  style  of  furnishing  and  decoration  is  Regency 
but  the  facilities  are  strictly  modern;  it  only 
takes  a glance  at  the  dial  of  the  telephone  to 
see  how  many  services,  like  valeting  and  room 
service,  are  just  a telephone  call  away. 

Even  in  the  bathroom  there  is  an  extension, 
so  you  can  take  a call  while  you  soak. 


DONER.  LEX I A. 


CONKLIN.  EDWARD  F. 


LOOMIS.  S.  MARK 


Wednesday  is 
cprince  Spaghetti  CD ay 


. Afoca/wn*  , {(atm/ar/ff  'tinff  c{?mn/»<nnj 


general  of 


FICES  • PRINCE  AVENUE  • LOWELL,  MASSACHUSETTS  018  S3 


k The 

Lantern 

Brunch 

i 

* main  street 

andover 

•THE 

PHILLIPS  ‘ACADEMY  CHAIR , 

c/3  Cherished  ^Remembrance 
of  cYour  °Andover  Spirit . . . 

(black  with  gold  trim  and  the  R A. seal  silk  screened  in  gold) 


j/fttdom  tyt -/Souse 

ANDOVER  GIFT  HOUSE.  INC 
1 1 MAIN  ST  . ANDOVER.  MA  01810.  TEL  (617)  475-182? 


fa 


Building  A Tradition  Of  Excellence 


MAXWELL 


Warwick, R.I. 
Salem  ,N.H. 
Dedham, Mass. 


AT  ANDOVER 

THE  MALDEN  COOPERATIVE  BANK 

60  Main  Street,  Andover 
470-0444 
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SCANLON 

HARDWARE 

45  MAIN  STREET,  ANDOVER,  MASS.  01810 

Practically  Everything 
Everything  Practical 

Telephone  475-0102 


THE 

Butler’s  Pantry 

the  CHEESE  and  GOURMET  SHOP 

7 Barnard  St.,  Andover 
475-7J21 
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The  strength  of  Fiberglas  has  helped 
boost  the  pole-vault  record  2ft.10%in.  How  much 
stronger  would  it  make  your  product? 


In  1942,  a pole-vaulter  soared  15 
feet  7%  inches  with  a hamhoo 
pole.  And  nobody  could  top  his 
record  for  fifteen  years. 

Then,  along  came  poles  made 
with  Fiberglas*  Lighter.  And  springier. 
They  literally  catapulted  vau Iters 
to  amazing  new  heights.  Today’s  out- 
door record:  18  feet  6V2  inches! 


Fiberglas  reinforcement,  added 
to  plastic,  can  he  engineered  into  a 
materials  “system”  with  almost  any 
desired  characteristic. 

Products  like  large-diameter  pipe 
and  motor-home  bodies  benefit  from 
the  same  strength  that  improved 
vaulting  poles.  Other  products  like 
playground  equipment  and  trans- 


former covers  are  better  because 
they’re  more  moldable,  electrically 
nonconduct ive,  lighter,  more  durable, 
or  less  expensive. 

Would  a Fiberglas  materials  sys- 
tem make  your  product  better.7  We’ll 
help  you  find  out.  Write:  D.  L.  Meeks, 
Owens-Coming  Fiberglas  Corp., 
Fiberglas  Tower,  Toledo,  Ohio  43659. 


T M Reg  O -C  F for  reinforcements  for  plastics 


Owens-Corning  is  Fiberglas 


OWENS/CORNING 

Fiberglas 
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OUR  BEST  TO  YOU  seven  days  a week.  Monday  through  Saturday,  the 
Eagle-Tribune  is  everything  a great  daily  newspaper  should  be  with  com- 
plete local,  regional,  national  and  world  news,  sports  and  scores  of  features 
to  inform  and  entertain.  And  the  Sunday  Eagle-Tribune  is  everything  a 
great  Sunday  newspaper  should  be  with  TELEGUIDE,  the  best  TV  book 
around,  FUNDAY  SUNNIES,  a real  comic  book  with  more  than  30  popu- 
lar strips  all  in  full  color,  FAMI LY  WEEKLY,  America's  best-read  Sun- 
day magazine  and  much,  much  more.  Best  of  all,  home  delivery  for 
seven  days  is  only  Si. 25  per  week. 

Lawrence  EagleTtflnme 


Kenneth  R Thompson  Co.,  Inc, 

Office  Products 

77  Main  Street,  Andover,  Mass.  01810  475-6322 

278  SO.  BROADWAY 
LAWRENCE  01840 
686-8222 


LSB 

At  Lawrence  Savings  Bank 
Growing  bWhat  A Savings  Bank  b For. 

Lawrence  Savings  Bank,  255  Essex  Street,  Lawrence,  MA  01842 
451  Andover  St.,  N.  Andover;  20  Jackson  St.,  Methuen,  MA 
and  Methuen  Mall  (next  to  Jordan  Marsh)  (617)  687-1131 


Daniel’s 


155-161  ESSEX  STREET/  shuky 

Lawrence 


FRYEI  boot  Wallabee 


The 

Yankee  Lady 

women's  apparel 

Andover 

dtessing  delectable  ladies  delightfully 


Trombly  Motor 
Coach  Service 

North  Andover 

If  you’re  going  to  Boston... 


YOUR  BANKING  CAMPUS  BajBank 

Merrimack  Valley 

Member  F.D.I.C. 


Congratulations  to  the 

( lass  of  1979 

Alfred  «J.  ( nvnlhiro.  Ine. 

Landscape  Contractors 

Andover,  Massachusetts 


PEBSI-COLA 


Congratulations 
to  the 

Class  of  1979 


COLONY 

INC. 

INDUSTRIAL  AND 
MEDICAL  GASES 


SMART  & FLAGG  INSURANCE 


Smart  & Flagg 

THE  INSURANCE  OFFICE 

91  MAIN  ST  ANDOVER.  MA  01810  • (617)  475-6161 

Fred  C Church, Inc 


LOWELL  • CHELMSFORD  • LITTLETON 


. . . no  matter  what  shape  you're 


Facades 


EFFRON 

Asphalt 


Private 

Commercial 

Industrial 

Municipal 


Salem  Street 
N.  Wilmington,  Mass. 


1HE  Depot 

House  Of 
Pizza 


^PIZZA-SUBS- 


GGREECK  SAEIEAD 
Q§CP<AGHE<TCTI 


475*0055 


Some  of  his  friends  were  not  normal, 
while  others  were  inconsistent,  but  Pete 
was  consistently  normal,  making  him 
rather  vulnerable.  However,  Pete  could 
handle  a few  things  without  being  totally 
devoured  by  the  complexity  of  the  situa- 
tion. He  used  to  say  that  the  neatest  thing 
about  adolescence  was  that  the  faces 
changed.  It  was  mind  boggling  how  those 
faces  stretched  or  lengthened  or  dar- 
kened. He  had  thought  that  one  couldn't 
change  too  much  in  this  vapid  world,  but 
a child's  face  was  sure  to  change  one  day. 

Again,  Pete  was  too  normal  to  realize  that 
nothing  really  changes.  Nothing  ever 
changes,  except  the  wallpaper.  When 
Pete  was  a little  boy,  his  mother  changed 
the  wallpaper  every  two  years.  The  walls 
never  changed;  just  the  wallpaper.  So 
Pete  didn't  bother  with  the  walls.  It  was 
the  wallpaper  that  he  ate  as  a child,  not 
the  wall.  When  Pete  was  older,  he  learned 
to  eat  both. 

Pete  was  bom  in  some  obscure  city  in 
Connecticut,  near  Greenwich.  He  disliked 
growing  up,  so  one  day  while  trying  to 
destroy  plate  glass  with  nickles  in  a pond, 
Pete  decided  to  enroll  in  prep  school.  But 
he  chose  a place  where  the  red-brick 
idealism  easily  contrasted  with  the 
brimstone  reality  of  his  imagination.  He 
would  often  stroll  along  the  paths  looking 
for  a place  to  sit,  but  all  the  trees  were 
occupied. 

While  ensconsed  in  the  roller  coaster  like 
reality  of  the  boarding  school,  Pete  took 
to  making  friends.  Not  regular  friends, 
mind  you,  but  real  friends  with  whom 
one  could  talk  for  hours.  And  Pete  did 
talk  for  hours.  But  soon  he  tired  of  talk- 
ing, and  learned  to  listen.  And  watch. 
And  perhaps,  as  he  often  reasoned  to 
himself,  learn.  Soon  Pete  did  leam,  but 
not  yet  about  the  brimstone  reality,  for  he 
was  still  concentrating  too  intently  on  the 
red  bricks.  He  also  began  to  enjoy  lying 
on  the  vast  plains  of  grass,  pretending 
that  he  was  on  his  own  plane.  Soon  he 
was.  Then  he  began  to  revel  in  friend- 
ships. Ah,  the  aura  of  friendship. 

There  were  times  when  Pete  went  to  great 
inconvenience  to  maintain  that  aura  of 
friendship  with  his  fine  new  friends.  For 
he  wanted  to  shield  the  mirror  surface  of 
the  pond  from  cracks. 

Pete  tired  of  being  constantly  on  guard,  of 
attaining  the  perfect  normalcy  of  feeble 
adolescence,  and  began  to  take  flight. 
Pete  would  travel  for  hours  without  mov- 
ing, changing  planes  and  devouring  the 
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We  have 
plans 

for  you. 

/IndcwerBank 

ANDOVER  SAVINGS  BANK 

ANDOVER.  61  MAIN  STREET.  N.  ANDOVER.  108  MAIN  STREET 
METHUEN.  547  BROADWAY.  METHUEN,  91  PLEASANT  VALLEY  ST 
TEWKSBURY,  995  MAIN  STREET 


The  Place  to  Buy  Everything 
from  what's  in  style, 
to  what's  traditional 


31  Church  St. 
Cambridge 

Open  Thurs. 
Eves, 
until  8:30 
University  4- 
2300 


Parking  ticket  stamped  for  Church  St. 
garage,  or  Mt.  Auburn  St.  lot  across 
from  the  post  office. 


ignorant.  He  began  not  to  bother  with 
certain  things  such  as  work,  dress,  and 
food.  He  kept  to  the  abstract,  maintaining 
those  perfect  friendships.  Until  one  day 
he  learned  to  eat  the  wallpaper  and  the 
wall. 

It  was  a day  like  today.  There  were  clouds 
overhead,  the  grass  was  somewhat  green, 
the  red  bricks  shone  with  brilliance  and 
hope,  and  Pete  was  off  exploring.  He 
came  upon  a stone  called  Revelation.  He 
didn't  like  the  bright  light,  and  he  tried  to 
shield  his  eyes  while  backing  away.  His 
legs  tangled,  and  he  fell  into  the  honey 
covered  mirror  of  his  strange  new  icon. 
He  saw  himself  in  the  reflection  of  the 
icon,  but  it  did  not  resemble  the  reflec- 
tion in  the  pond.  It  took  Pete  a long  time 
to  get  off  this  stone  called  Revelation. 
After  his  efforts,  Pete  fell  asleep. 

Pete  woke  up  remembering.  All.  He  was 
not  amused.  Nor  did  he  feel  particularly 
abused.  He  just  knew  all,  and  that 
bothered  him.  He  didn't  know  quite  how 
to  react.  So  he  sat  and  thought.  And  that's 
when  he  learned  to  eat  the  wallpaper  and 
the  wall.  Not  that  the  wall  tasted  as  nice, 
but  it  was  a stipulation  for  the  attainment 
of  any  sort  of  happiness  in  his  all  too 
normal  life.  After  all,  as  he  reconciled 
himself  while  watching  Orion  one  hot 
and  difficult  night,  when  the  red-brick 
was  longer  visible,  nor,  for  that  matter, 
was  the  brimstone,  what  is  normal?  He 
began  to  laugh.  And  that's  how  they 
found  him.  For  Pete  was  finally  devoured 
in  complexity. 
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adjacent  to  the  town  dump 
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PHILO  ROCKWELL  KING,  III  PA  '41 
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inc. 


• SHOES 

• BOOTS 

• CLOGS 

• SANDALS 


13  Main  Street 
Andover,  Mass. 
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ANDOVER  VILLAGE 


cTMay  T/ie 

Class  o <¥  ’ 79 

Have  Good  H^ife  ! 

The  Demoulas  Founda t ion  Of  Ma ssach us e tts  I 979 


<€ 


CARGOCAIRE 

DEHUMIDIFYING  SYSTEMS 
AND  HEAT  EXCHANGERS 

6 Chestnut  Street,  Amesbury,  Massachusetts  01913/(61 7)388-0600 

A Membur  ol  the  Munlers/lnuonlivu  Group 
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Risch  Tinkem 
Sische  Tirkim 

Mirche  Kemkem 
Mush  Mukmuk 


Special  Purpose  Modular  Machine  Tools 

‘Standardization  Is  The  Secret” 

BEST  OF  LUCK  TO 
TO  THE  CLASS  OF  ’79 

MILES  STANDARDS  CORP. 

Saginaw  Michigan 


ALZ 

You’ve  got  to  believe  in  something 

HAB 

If  you  don’t, you  will  be  lost. 

STB 

You’ve  got  to  believe  in  someone 

TFL 

No  matter  the  cost. 

Stephen  Stills 

Love  AEY 

WHYTE 


DRAPES -RUGS -SHIRTS 


C§HAWS HEEN  CPLAZA  ANDOVER 


gone  are  the  days  when  the  ox  fall  down 
take  up  the  yoke  and  plow  the  fields  around 


Ill  1 ■ 0%, 

Jfl 

A Abington,  Inc. 

DYER 

CLARK 

Abington,  Inc. 

COMPANY 

"Systems  for  a better  environment" 

Electrical 

Executive  Offices  and  Plant: 

North  Abington,  Massachusetts  02351 
Telephone  (617)  878-1730 

^** **********************  ********* 

Supplies 

j 

: 
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Savings  Bank: 681-7500 


We’re  the  one 
to  bank  on. 


575  Broadway  Street 
Lawrence  Mass. 


ANDOVER 
GULF  © | 

Main  Street 


‘May'  Ttie 

Toad  Of 

cYouT  Tutute 

Be  Tilled 

‘Witli 

‘Adventule! 

Ari  Nooo! 

TEST 
'WISHES ! 

From  Mr.  & Mrs.  Koravos 

Fords  Coffee 
Shop 


POT  POURRI 1979 


PHILLIPS  ACADEMY 


Jack  Whiting 
Bill  Miles 
Gretchen  Van  Dusen 
Ari  Soroken 
Adrienne  Yost 
Fred  Leebron 
John  Livermore 
Heather  Trim 
Ted  Lord 
Lee  LeFevre 
Phong  Nguyen 
Sophie  Pirie 
Kris  Timken 
Kerry  Herman 
Rainey  Crowley 
Charlie  Dean 
Amy  Morton 
Harry  Bartlett 
Hyun  Park 
Jim  Deyo 


Blank  endsheets  are  the  rage  these  days  in  the  Pot  Pourri 
room.  Still,  I suggest  blank  middle  sheets,  or,  better  yet,  an 
entirely  blank  Pot  Pourri.  Let  everyone  make  their  own 
yearbooks.  The  books  would  be  more  personal  (that  way).  Give 
each  senior  a crayon,  ball  point  pen,  number  two  pencil,  and  a 
five  dollar  camera,  and  send  them  out  into  the  vast 

unnappreciative  world  of  P.A. 
Nevertheless,  in  a recent  board  meeting,  my  idea  was  vetoed 
by  all  and  sundry.  Not  one  to  rock  any  rowboat,  I quickly 
agreed  that,  yes,  indeed  we  should  give  the  people  a yearbook, 
instead  of  shouldering  them  with  the  responsibility  of  trying  to 
remember  their  past  on  their  own.  Therefore,  we  proudly 
continue  the  tradition  of  Pot  Pourris  with  pictures,  writing, 
and  artwork  in  them.  Blank  pages  never  had  it  so  good. 
Upon  being  asked  to  be  photographed  for  the  Pot  Pourri, 
one  faculty  member  replied  that  he  wished  not  to  appear  in 
said  magazine.  When  pressed,  he  justified  his  reluctance  by 
asserting  that  the  yearbook  places  too  much  emphasis  on  rule 
breaking.  Steve  the  Jew,  who  popped  in  to  check  the 
refrigerator,  suggested  we  fix  our  lacking  drapes.  After  that 
counsel,  we  went  back  to  the  darkroom  and  discussed  our 
adventure.  We  decided  that  it  was  absolutely  the  most 
hysterical  thing  that  had  happened  to  us.  Hysteria  and  farce 

seem  to  plague  this  organization. 
This  book  is  an  odd  mixture  of  fact  and  fiction.  We  have 
attempted  to  fill  in  the  gaps  between  the  documentation  with 
subjective  opinion.  Poetry,  streams  of  consciousness, 
conversation,  and  artwork  permeate  the  book.  Do  not  believe 
that  everything  will  recall  your  memory,  or  that  what  we 
remember  is  the  same  as  what  you  remember,  but  search  for 
those  characteristic  times  among  the  suggestion. 
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Red  Light 
In  the  dismal  darkness 
Trying  to  create 
Where  there's  no  room 
Getting  tired 
Of  standing  up 
Getting  high 
On  conjuring  up 
Print  a pic 
Of  me  with  another 
Is  it  all  right 
Dad? 
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ket  ut  op  ya  photomunchkins: 

instant  photos  are  on  the  horizon 
Polaroid  snapshots  that  is  but  if  you 
can  help  god  and  your  country  you 
might  even  give  us  your  hand 
Tuesday  at  9:00  in  the  pot  pourri 
room. 

if  you  like  us,  bring  us  pictures  or 
whatever. 

may  one  is  the  day. 

RSVP  billy  miles  by  monday 
afternoon. 
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npeen  moments  in 'e^ch  of  mitr  which 

!§|:  fond  memories.  This  Pot  Pourri  is  sur^p^idistortion 
^as,  but  there  is  still  something  there 
gof  your  experience.  Don't  be  too  criticaf^^|vorked 
ft*  any  one  of  us  ever  thought  necessary.  (^^^Rpur 


ttrhomes  and  take  with  you  moments  that  thf^^nryrt 


Love  to  yoii  all 
Jack  Whiting 


